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Very natural attentions —A horſe-pond equal to the 
Red Sea Signal from the fteeple—Prepara- 
tions for an afſault—Convenient flation—Dif 
ferent meaſurements of time—T he groan—T he 
retort—T he apology, and the promiſe of a caws= 

ard. 


EuzLIxE turned back as all the fa- 
mily were ſeparating at night for their 
different apartments, and whiſpered 
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Sir William, to put him in mind of 
two promiſes ſhe had exacted from 
him,— One was, that he would guard 
againſt the cold : the other, that he 
would not, go unattended. He re- 
newed them haſtily on her fair hand ; 
and ſhe followed Lady Gertrude, 
who, with Mrs. Davenport, had uſt 
paſled on betore. 


Six William, when he had that 
morning ſummoned his affrighted 
neighbours to a ſecond interview, 
found their courage ſo much reno- 
vated by his cook and butler, that it 
would have been no hard matter to 
direQ their imagination into what- 
ever channel he pleaicd : but then he 


knew it would have reverted back to 
the 
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the dark ſource of ſuperſtition, as 
ſoon as they had left his preſence; 
or at lateſt, that, with the powers of 
good cheer, would alſo evaporate the 
powers of ſound reaſoning. Inſtead, 
therefore, of upbraiding them with the 
charge of folly, or even telling them 
they had been impoſed on by a being 
clothed in fleſh as they were, he 
told them he would himſelf go in 
ſearch of this terrible ghoſt, and, 
when he had found it, convince them, 
that, inſtead of being, a ſhadow, as 
they ſuppoled, this very ghoſt had 
ſubſtance enough to feel what it was 
to receive—a ducking in his horſe- 
pond, to which place he would ſee 
it conducted; and further aſſured 
them, that this ſort of diſcipline was 
B 2 _ 
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at all times equal to laying it in the 
Red Sea. Whenever, ſald he, in the 
courſe of this night, you hear the 
church bell ſound from the tower, 
aſſemble yourſelves and neighbours 
in the church-yard ; till then be ſilent, 
for, if my intentions ſhould be ſpread 
abroad, the ghoſt, on hearing that I 
am in purſuit of it, will keep at home, 
and I ſhall not be able to ſerve you 
by making it my priſoner, which this 
night I mean to do; and you may 
come to my appointment without 
fear, when J have given you the ſig- 
nal of three ſtrokes on the bell, for 
then it will not be able to hurt you. — 
With this aſſurance the illiterate harm- 
leſs creatures were ſo fully ſatisfied, 
that, _ declared the ſtricteſt 

obedience 
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obedience to his commands, they de- 
parted home, confiding in him as 
pagans of old were wont to do in 
their dark preſaging oracles. 


Wir a brace of piſtols. in his 
pocket, and a ſword under his arm, 
followed by his own man, whom 
Emeline would not have left out of the 
ghoſt-hunting party—thus accoutred, 
thus attended, did Sir William iſſue 
from the caſtle, as ſoon as he ſup- 
poſed the family were ſettled for 
their night's repoſe; and, having 
before procured the original key, he 
let himſelf in very ſoftly at the 
church-door, juſt as the clock ſtruck 
one.—The dark-lanthorn which his 
ſervant carried was turned ſo as to 
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be inviſible, if the ghoſt ſhould be al- 
ready there; and, with his eſquire 
as cloſe to him as he could poſſibly 
creep without incommoding his 
maſter, he ſet himſelf down in a pew 
juſt within the door, which happened 


to be ſo conveniently high that their 


Heads could not be ſeen over it from 
any part of the church. 


A s TILL and heavy ſilence for a 
long time pervaded the awful ſtrue- 


ture. Sir William, undaunted and 
eager to ſeize upon his prey, waited 
with impatience for the ghoſt to 


make his entree : the pew he occupied 
was but a few yards from the place 
where the cheſt that held the com- 


munion-plate was depoſited, and to 
this 


A NOVEL. 7 


this ſpot he expected the ghoſt would 
make his firſt viſit, which was the 
occaſion of his taking a local reſidence 
ſo near it : he did not ſpeak himſelf, 
nor ſuffer his man to whiſper ; a 
freedom which terror ſometimes in- 
clined him to uſe, for fear he might 
be diſcovered by the villain or villains 
he expected, and of courſe his know- 
ledge of the plot in which they were 


engaged, 


Tux ſonorous bell had announced 
one ſolitary quarter; that one ap- 
peared to be four when meaſured 
by impatience, and double as many 
when counted by fear, —Sir William 
dreaded a diſappointment, his ſervant 
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dreaded the ghoſt ; and, whilſt the 
ſound of the clock ſtill vibrated on 
the ear of night, another ten thou- 
ſand times more terrible to the ears 
of Sir William's attendant came from 
a nearer quarter; the very door at 
which they had entered opened again, 


and down ſunkpoor Cheſter at the feet 


of his maſter, more than half dead 
with apprehenſion. — Sir William 
pitied the coward, but ſpurned the 
man, and, ftarting upon his feer, 
looked round him for the light which 
had been repreſented to him as al- 
ways attending the ghoſt, but he faw 
None. Footſteps he diſtinctly heard, 
but they were not directed to the 
church treaſures: every moment car- 


ried 


2 
ried them further from him, till at 
laſt, with all the attention it was poſ- 
fible to exert, he could hear them no 

longer. | : 


He ſnatched up the lanthorn which 
ſtood by his fide, and turning the 
light from him, darted at once quickly 
and quietly from his place of conceal- 
ment, looking every where about him, 
but till perceiving no animate ob- 
ject fo far as the faint glimmering 
rays it caft out could help him to 
diſtinguiſh, — He would have been 
at a loſs which way to go next, if a 
ſigh, as deep as the ſoul ſends out 
when it is about to leave the body, 
had not given him a full direction. 
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GREAT God! What ie it I fee! 
exclaimed Sir William Montague, 
my dear Montague! how came you 
here at ſuch a time, and in ſuch a 
ſituation? 


Ir was indeed Montague Daven- 
port; this happened to be his night 
of viſitation, and he had not expected 
to meet company at the tomb of his 
miſtreſs. His arms embraced the 
ſtatue of pure marble, which repre- 
ſented her purer ſelf. He had once 
ſeen it by the light of the fun, and 
now knew exactly where to find it 
in the darkeſt night: this effigy was 
ſufficiently like the beautiful original, 
being done from a whole-length por- 
trait, to inflame the ſoul of paſſion 

with 
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with madneſs. Montague's was the 
ſoul of paſſion; and his ideas at this 


moment were wrapped in phrenſy. 


RovseD by the exclamation of 
his friend, he quitted his poſition, 
turned himſelf round with a look of 
diſpleaſure, and ſaid fiercely, Mon- 
treville, you have ſurpriſed me! from 
you I did not expect this freedom! 
It is neither humane nor manly to 
ſteal like a thief on the ſacred ſorrows 
of him who would conceal them ! 


By heaven ! you injure me, replied 
the other, with equal ſpirit and more 
haughtineſs — when in a moment 
the depreſſed ſtate of his poor friend's 
mind reverting in all its horrors 
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to his ingenuous ſoul, he con- 
| ſidered what would have been his 
own deſpair if Emeline had fallen 
the martyr of death inſtead of Ade- 
laide : every ſentiment, but increaſed 
affection, was totally eradicated, and 
the ſubmiſſions he made were ſo ge- 
nerous, ſo pathetic, ſo full of tender- 
neſs, that Montague, falling on his 
neck, could only ſay, Oh William! 
how you make me feel my own un- 
worthineſs! You know 1 have been 
acting the hypocrite, and you know 
how hard it muſt be for a proud 
heart to bear detection. 


ThE might have proceeded to 
much greater lengths in this ſcene of 
brotherly * if Sir Wil- 

liam's 
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liam's ſervant, who two minutes be- 
fore, when he fancied he heard his 
maſter talking to the ghoſt, would 
have been thankful to any body who 
would have taken the trouble of ſhoot- 
ing him through the head, had not 
come running up to them, on hearing 
the name of Montague pronounced 
more than once, and knowing by his 
voice that it was indeed he himſelf 
who anſwered Sir William. — They 
were too good and too humane not 
to receive him into their protection, 
after he had honeſtly confeſſed that 
his fears would kill him if they ſent 
him from their preſence, but that if 
they would let him ſtay near them 
they ſhould find he was no ew 
at a 3 
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CHAP, IL 


Volunteer —Commanding officer And the forlorn 
hope—A ghoft brim-full of tender ſympathy— A 
lover - diſconcerted by compariſon — Uni verſal 

ſati faction The ęſcort Walding preferred to 


ſleeping, and the poſt-chaiſe. 


Moxracvr became a volunteer in 


the ghoſt-ſervice, although the com- 


manding officer on that forlorn hope 
ſtrongly adviſed him to return back to 
the caſtle. They began each of them to 
think the undertaking a forlorn one 
indeed, when the third quarter had 
gone, and no ghoſt appeared :—they 


had taken their poſt under the monu- 
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ment, from whence it would juſt 
then have been difficult, if not im- 
poſſible, to draw the diſconſolate 
lover of Adelaide: but in this ſitua- 
tion he would have been equal to 
encounter a hoſt of beings natural 
or ſupernatural. 


CHESTER, who found his courage 
very much revived by Mr. Daven- 
port's uniting himſelf to the party, 
ventured to ſtand on his till trem- + 
bling legs, and even to liſten for 
ſounds that a few minutes before 
would have made him with the earth 
to open, and afford him a tranfitory 
hiding-place.— Hark! he cried—God 
preſerve us!—It is coming ſure 
enough ! | 2 


SILENCE! 
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SILENCE ! ſaid Sir William and 
Montague in a breath; for they 
too had heard footſteps outſide of 
the door; and quickly applying the 
key, open it flow, and, like two 


young lions eager to ruſh on their 


prey, they darted from their conceal- 
ment—a precipitancy which would 
not have happened but that the loud 
voice of poor Cheſter, when he firſt 
bawled out that it was comming, made 
them ſurmiſe that his cries muſt have 
alarmed the ghoſt, and that it would 
elude their ſearch if they did not fall 


upon it by ſurpriſe, 


Quick as were their motions, they 
were not quick enough Sir William 


expanded his arm, and ſhouted out, 


H ave 
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Have at ye, whoever you are! but 
it was only a vapour that he em- 
braced. Montague, who ſaw a light 
dancing along the church-yard with 
extreme ſwiftneſs, flew with the 
ſpeed of the winds till he had over- 
taken it; and at the very ſame mo- 
ment halloo'd to his friend, telling 
him the ghoſt was ſecured. —Sir Wil- 
liam and his man were with him in 
an inſtant, and Hund he was ſtrug- 
gling with a woman, who tried to 
break from his hold wht all her 


force. 


Lox, Sir William! is it really 
you and Mr. Davenport? exclaimed 
Mrs. Jacquiline Vernon, in a tone of 
real or pretended tranſport big with 

Joy 3 
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joy; for it was no other than the in- 

| nocent hoſteſs of the Mentreville 

Arms, who had ſpread ſuch terrors 
through the neighbourhood by her 

nocturnal excurſions, — Is it really 
you, gentlemen ? Oh dear! I am ſo 
frightened ! God forgive me! I took 
you for rogues or robbers, and would 
have given my lite for a farthing. 


— 
—— — « 
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STRIKE three ſtrokes on the bell, 
ſaid Sir William to his man. 


— 


War can you mean, Sir? aſked 
the lady, in a tone of trepidation that 
was not affected. 


— So-rhm dh =". — 9 : 
— u 


— — 
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1 NoTHING more, madam, than to 
| | preſent you to thoſe neighbours whoſe 
| | peace 
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f peace you have diſturbed as a ghoſt 
well deſerving their further notice, 


and to reſtore them to their ſenſes. 


Taz bell ſounded. Stop, Sir! 
cried ſhe; for heaven's ſake, ſtop!— 
Hear firſt what I have to ſay, before 
you expole me, 


SPEAK quickly, he replied, for 
your friends will be with you imme- 
diately ; but for fear you ſhould get 
cold in the night-air, you mult per- 
mit me to hand you to the church, 
where I underſtand you frequently 
come at this hour to offer up your 

private devotions, 


Yzs! returned ſhe, with a deep 
ſigh, 
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ſigh, which might have ſerved as an 


echo to that uttered by Montague at 
the tomb of his miſtreſs. —Yes ! the 
charge is too true, Sir If it be wrong 
to ſteal upon the privacy of night, to 
weep over the aſhes of my dear old 
lady, to whoſe bounty I owe all my 
comforts—if it be a 'crime to ſhed 
tears of recollection over the ſweeteſt 


flower that ever the untimely hand of 


death cut from its ſtalk, I am both 
guilty and criminal, 


Can you hear this, and not be 
moved with compaſſion? cried Daven- 
port ; does ſhe not come to pay a 
tribute of gratitude to your parent, 
and another of ſympathy to my Ade- 
laide ?—Let her go; ſhe is entitled 
15 to 
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to our approbation.— Go then, my 
good creature! my particular thanks 
you ſhall receive at another ſeaſon.— 
Curtſying, and weeping her thanks, 
ſhe would have availed herſelf of his 
permiſſion to retire; but Sir William 
begged to detain her a little longer, 
whilſt he aſked her a few queſtions, 
and ſettled ſome certain preliminaries 
with which he could not prevail upon 
himfelf to diſpenſe. 


Have you been long in the habit 
of viſiting the church on theſe errands 


of ſympathy ? 


ALAS! Sir, it is not more than 
three weeks that I have had the 


means of gratifying my heart with 
ſuch 
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ſuch melancholy enjoyments: I had 
no key to let myſelf into the church, 
till providentially the ſexton's wite 
Joſt one, which I was fortunate 
enough to find; and ever fince that 


time, I own it to you, gentlemen, I 
have indulged my ſad, ſad heart in all 


the luxury of midnight ſorrow ! 


Soo God!] cried Montague, how 
exquiſite muſt be her ſenſibility ! 


PATIENCE ! my friend, whiſpered 
Sir William, give me leave to purſue 
my interrogatories a little further.— 
Doubtleſs, madam, you muſt have 
heard and known how much your 
walking about at theſe unſeaſonable 
hours has diſturbed the quiet of your 

peaceable 
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peaceable neighbours; and I am al- 
moſt incredulous how a lady of your 
tenderneſs, of your ſuſceptibility, 
could ſuffer theſe children of ignor- 
ance and error to perſiſt in a fallacious 
idea, which deprived them of repoſe, 
and unfitted them for labour. 


INDEED, and indeed, Sir, I did 
not know it was me who they ſup- 


poſed to be the ghoſt, or I ſhould 
certainly have undeceived them. 


I WILL anſwer for her, ſaid Mon- 
tague; ſuch a mind as her's would 
ſpurn at prevarication, and is inca- 
pable of any thing like cruelty.— Sir 
William ſaw the woman and her 
artifice in a very different light; but 

perceiving 
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perceiving he was determined to be 


her champion, and afraid of doing 
any thing which might occaſion him 
additional diſtreſs, he pretended to be 
convinced; and though he conſidered 
her as an object worthy of rebuke, if 
not of puniſhment, before the multi- 
tude, at the ſummons of the bell, 
poured into the church from all quar- 
ters, he had ſo far compromiſed the 
matter with his ſuppliant, that, pro- 
vided ſhe aſcertained herſelf to be 
the identical ghoſt by whom they 
had been ſo much frightened, he 
would not, as he had threatened, de- 
liver her over to their diſcipline. 
Tus treaty being concluded, the 
church was filled with the whole 
6 contents 


eontents of the pariſh, men, women, 
and children, to the number of more 
than three hundred; in whoſe faces 
was written, in legible characters, 
every degree of apprehenſion, from 
timidity to abſolute terror. 


Mxs. VERNON on theſe ſort of 
viſitations had always covered her 
{lender perſon with a long white flan- 
nel cloak to keep out the cold. Sir 
William made her alſo hold the lan- 
tern in her hand, ſo that they all 
_ cried out as they ruſhed into the 

church, The ghoſt! the ghoſt ! the 
ghoſt! and would have flown out at 
the doors again ; but Sir William or- 
dered them to be ſilent, foreſeeing 
what would be their firſt movement, 
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He then waved his hand, and com- 
manded ſilence, whilſt he took the 
trouble upon himſelf to. clear their 
minds from the deadly weed of ſuper- 
ſtition, without expoſing the pro- 
moter of it to any unneceſſary morti- 
fication, Montague did more ; he 
ſpoke of the good motive which had 
made her troubleſome, with ſo much 
commendation, pleading der cauſe 
with more energy than he would 
have pleaded his own, and beſtowed 
ſo many praiſes on the goodneſs of 
her heart that, inſtead of being torn 
in pieces, as ſhe had ſome reaſon to 
expect, they were ſatisfied, and ſhe 
acquitted, f 


Having called down a thouſand 
bleſlings 
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bleſſings on the heads of their bene- 
factors and protectors, the multitude 
departed, eaſed of all their fears; 
many of whom would have the ho- 
nour of eſcorting the ghoſt in ſafety 
to the Montreville Arms, where they 
were treated with the very beſt the 
Montreville Arms afforded, 


Tun dark clouds of night were 
beginning to vaniſh from the face of 
heaven, before the miſt of deception 
was entirely removed from the minds 
of the people. Montague had no 
inclination to ſleep; his mind had 
been deranged by the ſtrong powers: 
of ſenſibility he had ſo lately wit- 
neſſed. He even fancied that Mrs. 
Vernon's tender fcelings were nearly 

| C2 as 
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as lively as his own. He was diſ- 
pleaſed with himſelf, when he con- 
ſidered that the torments he ſuifered 
for the loſs of Adelaide were almoſt 
equalled in ſentiment by a dependant, 
who had only caught a tranſient and 
diſtant view of her thouſand virtues, 
her thouſand perfections; which be- 
ing impreſſed on his ſoul ought, he 
thought, to have ſilenced the beating 
of his heart long before. 


SUCH were the gloomy cogitations 
of Davenport, as arm in arm he ſtrol- 
led with Sir William towards the caſtle; 
and, by the time they reached it, day 
laughed in their faces, as if to ridicule 
the ſerious countenance of Montague, 


and the ſicepy looks of his companion. 
I wiſh 
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J with you may not feel the ill effects 
of this night's frolic, my friend, ſaid 
the latter; if you do not go to bed, 
and ſleep ſix hours at leaſt, to-mor- 
row I ſhall be inclined to tell tales, 
or if I do not turn informer, your 
complexion will let them ſo far into 
the ſecret that you have not taken 
proper care of yourſelf, 


JusT now, replied Montague, I 
am not inclined to fleep : but let us 
take one turn more down the Cheſnut 
Walk, and afterwards I will try to be 
more conformable to your terms. — 
Sir William, though yawning at every 
ſecond word, and dying to take poſ- 
ſeſſion of his pillow, would not mor- 
tity him by a refuſal 5 but with ins» 
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finite reluCtance re-meaſured back the 
ſteps he had juſt taken:—his eyes 
half-ſhut, and without the leaſt in- 
clination to interrupt the profound 
meditation of his friend, by making 
any brilliant obſervations of his own, 
either on the paſt night or the pre- 
ſent morning, till, coming within ſight 
of the parſonage-houſe, his ſenſes 
were rouſed and his attention re- 
vived, by ſeeing a poſt-chaiſe ſtand- 
ing before the door, and Mr. Arma- 


tage's man, John, who had ſomething 


{o remarkable in his figure as not to 


be miſtaken for any other, paying 


the poſt-boy, Montague had all this 
while his eyes fixed on the path he 
was treading, and his thoughts ſo 
deeply riveted on one heavenly ob- 

ject, 
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ject, that he ſaw nothing but the 
earth, and contemplated nothing but 
an angel, —Sir William turned him 
round, and ſet his face again towards 
the caſtle, without pointing out to 
his friend the object which had made 
himfelf feel both pleaſure and ſur- 
priſe, He longed to hear more of 
the young lady's adventures, and was 
aſtoniſhed that John ſhould follow 
liis maſter's letter ſo quickly ; he re- 
ſolved that as ſoon as he got up, and 
Emeline was prepared to go with 
him, they would not loſe a moment 
in uſing. the key which was to let 
them into the whole of the fair ad- 
venturer's hiſtory.—— To have let 
Montague into this fecret hiſtory 
would not have agreed either with 
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the faded ſpirits of that diſconſolate 
lover, or with his own faith to Mr. 


Armatage. 


CUR1os1TY is powerful; but ſleep, 
more powerful, had fo completely got 
the maſtery over every faculty of Sir 
William's mind, that as ſoon as he 
parted from Montague, he went to 
his repoſe, and did not awaken any 
more till the firſt dinner-bell had 
rung, — He was no coxcomb, of 
courſe took up very little time to 
make himſelf ready, regretting the 
whole time he was ſo employed. It 
was now too late to go to the par- 
ſonage that day; the morning was 
paſt, and the afternoon ſo ſhort 
that no buſineſs could be done before 

the 
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the next morning, when he was 
ſure the impatience of Miſs Daven- 


port would add another ſpur to his 
OWN. 


His ſervant had told him, whilſt 
he was dreſſing, that a labourer who 
worked in the parſonage- garden had 
been with him ſeveral hours beiore 
he would venture to diſturb him, with 
a meſſage from one of Mr. Arma- 
tage's ſervants, who had arrived early 
that morning, to prepare the houſe 
for his maſter's reception. Ihe pur- 
port of the meſſage was only to ſay 
he ſhould be glad to deliver his maſ- 
ter's commands to Sir William, when 
he was at leiſure to receive them; that 
all the party he had leſt were in good 
i: C5 health, 
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health, and that it, would not be long 
before they would come to Wor- 
thenton. 


Or all this Sir William ſaid not 
a word when he joined the dinner- 
party, but entertained them with as 
much of his night's adventure as 
might ſerve to ſet the ladies' minds 
at reſt, as far as they were intereſted 
for the future peace of their illiterate 
neighbours, concealing the ſhare 
Montague had in the revolution of 
their ſentiments, as well as the mo- 
tives to which Mrs. Jacquiline Ver- 
non had been pleaſed to attribute her 
extraordinary perambulations. He 
U was afraid to raiſe ſimilar feelings in 
[ thc mind of his mother, that her 1750 
| | hg der 
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der tale had produced on the paſſion- 
ate ſoul of his friend; he therefore 
entirely ſuppreſſed it, and contented 
himſelf with ſaying, that the perſon 
who occaſioned the late alarm had done 
it merely by accident; that the error 
was removed, and every one reſtored 
to their former ſecurity. 


SIR William found a favourable 
minute to tell Emeline of John's. 
arrival; and they fixed for going to- 
the parſonage early the next morn- 
ing; eight o'clock was the hour 
named, yet they met in the ſaloon 
fooner than they had appointed by 


forty minutes. All lovers will know 
what was the inducement to Sir 
William; and thoſe ladies who have 
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as much curioſity as Miſs Davenport 
will be at no loſs to account for her 
more than punCtuality on the 1 
occaſion. 


CHAP, II. 


A private viſit to a public perſin— Teu- table con- 
fuſion, and a ſprained ancle— Ne mode of 
fludying phileſophy— A trip to the parſonage— 
Two arm-chairs—A good breakfaſt—T he lady 
De cavern—T he hck and key. | 


Vrzxy ſoon after the lovers had ſtrol- 
led from the caſtle, Montague alſo 
ſtarted from his pillow. He had 
been all night tormented by viſions. 
equally torturing with what were 
produced by his waking reveries, — 
He thought himſelf firſt up; and to 
while away the ſolitary hours between 

| his 
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his rifing and his breakfaſt time, it 
entered into his head, or rather aſ- 
cended from his heart to his head, 
that he would carry his thanks to 
the amiable miſtreſs of the Montre- 
ville Arms, for the tender remem- 
brance the ſtill preſerved of his ever- 
adored Adelaide! And though I do 
not know exactly what palled at the 
interview, yet, by the appearance of 
Montague, when two hours after he 
ſhewed himſelf in Lady Gertrude's 
dreſſing: room, I muſt ſuppoſe Mrs. 
Vernon had been particularly elo- 
quent and pathetic. | 


Tu ſilent deſpair that ſat upon 
his features, though ſo viſible to my 
eyes, paſſed unobſerved by his mo- 


ther 
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ther and Lady Gertrude; perhaps it 
was becauſe he tried to hide his cha- 
grin under a maſk of cheerfulneſs, 
which had nothing to do with na- 
ture, and could have fitted him only 
from his very long cuſtom of wear- 
ing it.— He filled the chair, which 
was always left vacant for him, next 
to Lady Gertrude, and then aſked 
what was become of his ſiſter and 
Sir William. | 


WE expected information rather 
than enquiry, replied Mrs. Daven- 
port; we have not ſeen either of them 
to-day, and took it for granted that 
you were all gone out rambling to- 
gether! 
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BE ſo good, my dear friend, to 
make the tea, ſaid Lady Gertrude; 
now that Montague is returned we 
will wait for them no longer. —As. 
ſhe ſpoke they entered the room, 
after being abſent on their private 
expedition nearly three hours, 


AND how entered they the room ? 
Like happy lovers, feaſted, but not 
eloyed, with the ſweets of tender con- 
verſe —cheeks glowing with health — 
eyes ſparkling with vivacity? No- 
thing like it. It rather ſeemed they 
had faſted than feaſted.— Sir William 
looked I cannot tell how he looked 
—as if he had been: knocked on the 
head fooliſh I was going to ſay 
that would have been a miſnomer. 

N 9 ally 
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Folly never impreſſed her ſtamp on 
the features of ſenſibility. What then 
did he reſemble? Why, a man walk- 
ing in his ſleep, and ready to run his 
head againſt every thing that came in 
his way. If you had looked for a 
roſe, you could not have plucked it 
from the dimpled cheeks of Emeline 
the lilly had over-run them all : 
and had Love wanted to re-kindle- 
his torch, he could not have done it 
at her eyes; for all their fire was ex- 
tinguiſhed. 


THEy took their places, but ſcarce 
ventured to look at each other; and 
if they happened to ſpeak, their con- 
fuſion was more evident than before. 
Mrs. Davenport, from theſe uncom- 

mon 
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mon appearances, imagined they had 
quarrelied, and became a party in 
their mutual uneaſineſs; but ſaid no- 
thing, as ſhe ſaw their derangement. 
was not yet obſerved by Lady Ger- 
trude, who happened to be very 
deeply engaged with her beloved 
and dejected favourite :—but having 
by chance caſt her eyes on Miſs 
Davenport, ſhe cried out, My dear 
child ! what in the name of heaven 
ails you? William! what have you 
done to make her look ſo like a 
ſpectre ? 


INSTANTANEOUS was the change 
this queſtion brought about, — His 


uſual fine flow of ſpirits returned, like 


the wave to the thore, made ſtronger 
by 
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by emerſion.— Speak! my charmer! 
he cried, preſſing Emeline's hands 
to his lips Speak! and do away the 
idea my mother ſeems to have im- 
bibed. Have I not offered you my 

life, my love? Are we not too happy? 
Perhaps that may be the caſe; for I 
know it is the property of exquiſite 
bliſs ſometimes to put on the garb 
of ſadneſs, ERR” 


WHAT ſhall I ſay ? replied Eme- 
line; your obſervation is too juſt to 
be contradicted ; but that ugly turn 
of my foot pains me exceedingly, and 
ſhe burſt into tears, 


WHERE ? when did you meet with 
this accident, my love? ſaid her mo- 
ther, 
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ther, more alarmed than deceived by 
the excuſe ſne made for the paleneſs 
of her looks. 


IT was cloſe at the door that 1 
trode unguardedly on a ſmooth peb- 
ble: I did not complain then, but 
now it grows worſe; ſo pray, dear 
mamma, let megowith you afomen- 
tation of vinegar and a tight bandage 
will make me well in half an hour. 


AND when the operation is over, 
added Sir William, admit me, I in- 
treat you, to enquire after your patient. 


Vo ſhould have taken more care 
of her, ſaid Lady Gertrude, as Eme- 
os left the apartment tenderly ſup- 

ported: 
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ported by her mother, who, feeling 
her tremble more and more at every 
ſtep, without any ſign of lameneſs, 
which the hurt in her foot muſt 
have occaſioned, was agitated by a 
thouſand conjectures, to none of 
which ſhe could affix a definitive ap- 
pellation. 


_ WuriztsT Miſs Davenport is get- 
ting her ancle bathed in vinegar— 
Sir William talking to Lady Ger- 
trude of preſent joys and future pro- 
ſpects, in a manner ſo ſanguine that 
ſometimes ſhe does not underſtand 
his meaning — whilſt Montague, 
pretending to liſten and to be enter- 
tained by the philoſophy of his in- 
ſpired friend, is employing his 
, thoughts 
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thoughts on ſubjects the very reverſe 
of preſent joys or future proſpects; 
and whilſt my reader is wondering 
what can be the matter, I ſhall take 
the opportunity of ſaying ſomething, 
juſt to ful up the pages, of what hap- 
pened to Emeline and Sir William 
on their early viſit to the parſcnage. 


Jon, the faithful meſſenger and 
confidant of Mr. Armatage, was 
privately informed by Cheſter of the 
company he might expect on this 
morning, and that they would cer- 
tainly be there before breakfaſt ; ſo 
that when they arrived, they found 
a blazing fire in the library, with 
two arm-chairs, one placed on each 
fide of it, as if he had been providing 

for 
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for the reception of two magiſtrates 
inſtead of two lovers; beſides which, 
the beſt china was ranged on à large 
table put between the arm- chairs, to 
ſet them, if poſſible, at a ſtill greater 
diſtance, and on this table alſo was 
prepared a very excellent breakfaſt: 
but theſe good things had like to have 
been thrown away upon Emeline, 
who vowed ſhe would neither eat nor 
drink till John had told them all he 
knew about the lady found in the 
cave, and how his maſter puniſhed 
the wretches who had put her there— 
After that, ſaid ſhe, we will look for 
the firſt part of her hiſtory, and read 
it as we drink our chocolate. 


JohN, with great ſubmiſſion, pro- 
| poled 
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poſed that they ſhould firſt take a 


diſh of tea, which would be loſing 


no time; as, with their permiſſion, 
he would wait upon them whilſt they 
were drinking it, and anſwer all the 
queſtions Miſs Emeline ſhould be 
pleaſed to aſk him. Sir William 
ſeconded the propoſition; and, the 
inſtant ſhe knew what would beſt 
Pleaſe him whom ſhe delighted to 
pleaſe, the vow ſo quickly made was 
as quickly cancelled ; and where is 


the catholic or proteſtant who ſhall 


deny her abſolution ? 


Joun would have humbly ſtood 
with a waiter in his hand the whole 
time he remained in their preſence 
but John was a man well ſtricken in 
years, 
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years, had dandled Emeline on his 
knee, and carried Sir William in his 
arms, too often for them to accept 
an offering of reſpect that muſt be 
attended with perſonal inconvenience 
to himſelf. Sir William, who was 
content with a ſmall chair by the ſide 
of Emeline, rather than one ever ſo 
large at a diſtance, made the old man 


W fit down in that he had refuſed to 


occupy, which gave John an oppor- 
tunity of ſhewing more obedience 
than either caſe or gracefulneſs. 


Nor expecting any later intelli- 
gence from Mr. Armatage than what 
was conveyed in his own letter, their 
inquiries were conſined to tlie lady 
and ſuch a ſhower of them poured 

Vol. IV. D upon 
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upon him from the volatile Emeline, 
that it is impoſſible I ſhould ſet down 
half their number—and a few of 
them, ſuch as will appear with Pro- 
per anſwers, are only neceſſary to 

the information of any reader who 
is not eee curious. 


as the young? 4 Yes And re 
ful i handſome as pas A 


Tus AT is a bold FRE my 
honeſt fellow !—This oppoſition did 


not come from Emeline. 

Bur i it is a true one, Sir William, 
and you will ſay ſo when you ſee the 
lady of the cave ae 


Bou r, 
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Bur, dear John, what is this 
—_— CORR MAL 21 1136 


bog —19dmyn 190} tr 
mari Miſs Enilline; F idfids' © 
excuſed from telling you. My ma. 
ter will have her called by no hame 
but the Lady of the Cave! If 1 dared 
to diſobey, and my heart yearns to 
to do it Oh dear! oh dear! What 
wonders. I; could tell you! His Ho- 
nour's hair would ſtand an end, and 
your cap, Miſs, would heave: ppb 
Yaurebendd.;- 1! Wolle * 


y Wer do not fk you to betray the 
confidence of your maſter, ſaid; Sir 
William, we would not i Done you 
ws i... - *g 2004 Ic 
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| | Wur—no—rejoined his fairer 
and more eager inquiſitor, we will 
not deſire you to tell us what he has 
abſolutely torbidden you to tell—But, 
good John, tell us as much as you 
can, —Your maſter has informed us 
how this poordear creature was found, 
but not by whom, or in what condi- 
tion ſhe was found. He only ſays 
ſhe was brought into the cabin to all 


appearance dead. 


DEAD! repeated John,daſhingatear - 
from his cheek with the back of his 
 hand—Aye, Madam! as dead as a 
door- nail; only, bleſſed be God! ſhe 
came to life again, and is now as well, 


Miſs, and as happy, as heart can wiſh. 
| He 
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He here ſtopped, Pray 70 on, ſaid 
Emeline, not chooſing to afford him 
a moment of ſilence. Was it you 
that had the good fortune to find this 
dear creature? | 


No, Miſs Emeline, can t ſay it 
was. — But the foreign ſervants we 
hired to go with u⸗ , and our poſtillion, 
were 4p lucky OR they! knew the 
curſed country better than! did, and 
ventured farther into the ſcrambling 
mountains than I could do, and at 
laſt, in a great cavern, as big as the 
caſtle, they found her lying on the 
cold ground, with not ſo much as a 
truſs of ſtraw to keep her from the 
damp- in ſuch a hurry were the 
devil's imps to hide her away when 

D 3 1 
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they heard we were at their heels, 
Which neywys was told to them by one 
of their own furies who had ſeen us 


in'the/ market- town. , 19191; 
14 tf ov | | 


Go God! __ Sir William, 
what is the name of that country, 
diſgraced by theſe infernals ? 


Tur call it Savoy. My maſter 
did not ſay I was to LP that a 


ſecret. '' 1 JJ GVO 
3 511 -34 } 
* e now tell us, ſaid Miſs 


| jd impatiently, when the 
lady recovered from her fainting-fit, 
bow did your maſter puniſh; theſe 
deteſtable monſters: ? 1524 01 


Wur, 


— 
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Wu, Miſs Emeline, you muſt 
know, the tender lamb, as J may ſay, 
when he had got her out of the wolf's 
clutches, was ſo bad that my kind- 
hearted miſtreſs, who loves her ag 
ſhe does her own ſoul, would not 
hear of her being moved from the 
miſerable hut till her life was out of 
danger, and her ſtrength got up. My 
maſter and the doctor was off the 
fame; mind ; ſo by their orders we 
drove the three hell- born ſwine be- 
fore us, bound hand and foot, into the 
very ſame hole out of which we had 
dragged their pretty and piteous pri- 
ſoner, allowing them beds of ſtraw, 
and as much ſuſtenance as will ſerve 
to Keep life and ſoul together. So 

D 4 when 
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when we had tarried in theſe terrible 
mountains ' fourteen days, and the 
lady was well enough to travel, maſ- 
ter gave the men who diſcovered her 
a very great reward, and promiſed to 
double it on condition they would 
not let Jaquis or his wife, or his 
wife's ſiſter, come out of their hole, 
or any body go near them, fave to 
carry them their victuals, till ſuch 
time as maſter ſhould write rom his 
omun country to ſay they might be 
releaſed ; and if this letter did not 
come in three months, then tliey are 
to ſet them free, without waiting any 
longer ſor directions. And Iwill be 
bound for the lads that they will not 
move _ the premiſes till all maſter's 
idle AH VE3C orqders 
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orders are obeyed, and they have 
earned another reward by AL a 
gence. | 


| And this is all you have to o tel 
1 104 d. a: nE 


For the prefent, Miſs Emelinę, I 
muſt ſay no more: but when Sit 
William has looked in maſter's 
drawer, if he pleaſes to call for me, 
I ſhall be at hand. The breakfaft 
being over, he was modeſtly retiring, 
but with a look that ſhewed he had 
rather  ftay—be wiſhed it indeed; 
but more with a view of ferving them 
than to gratify his own curioſity. Six 
William miſconſtrued the expreſſion 
of his face Stay where you are, ſaid 
| TI he 


l 
| 
| 
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he, already. you know ſo much of 


this iniquitous buſineſs, that I think 


my friend Armatage will not be diſ- 
pleaſed if I let you into a little more 
of it; for in this drawer, he tells me, 
I ſhall find much information. 


| HonzsT John ſtammered out 
-fomething, they did not hear what — 
his voice was choked, and his words 
were very inarticulate. Sir William 
wondered what ailed him, and Eme- 
line flew. to unlock the treaſure- 
fraught drawer, the key of which ſhe 


had held in her hand ever ſince they 


had. left the caſtle, —This lock did 
not ſo foon acknowledge its old 
acquaintance as Mr. Armatage had 
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of Sir William and Miſs Davenport 
could not effect, the trembling ;ones 
of John at laſt fully accompliſhed 
the key turned, and the drawer 
opened. n 21d3 ni T0? 1 10 
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PFlouriſh of an author — Qligſtions about the Packet 
A lover for the firſt time inattentive io his 
miftre/s—T he picture — The note—T he Packet, 


| and us s contents — Eloquent incoberence. 


11171 


N. ow it is that the title of my book 
will begin to. bear ſome analogy to 


the ſubje& of the work. — Do you 
remember, reader, when a certain 
packet was found by Richard and 


Sarah Adams, O- W] that, by the 


weight, they ſuppoſed it to contain 
money, and carried it to the parſon 
of the pariſh : Do you alſo remem- 


6r 


ber how fooliſhly this packet was loſt 
Madam Johnſon and her friend Mas 
dam Jacquiline Vernon, as well as the 
great reward, nine times advertiſed in 
the newſpaper, for the recovery of it? 
If you have forgot any of theſe cir- 
cumſtances., I conclude you have no 
mind to go back four or five hundred: 
pages merely to refreſh your mes 
mory, when the very packet itſelf is 
this moment in. the hand of Emeline, 
and you might hear her exdaim— 
Great God of heaven! the picture of 
my brother! the very picture Lady 
Gertrude's own hands tied round the 
— d * 
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Sim William at any other moment 
cal of 
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of his life would have ſtarted; to hear 
the voice of his miſtreſs ſounding in 
accents of ſurpriſe that. bordered on 
terror: but at the ſame moment that 
ſhe ſent out the cry, he was himſelf 
transfixed, without "_ endowithout 
motian. ino ei ri: 
$711 7 SHr i! ' N. Fiirg 94 2 G 3 1 
1 Fey was not the picture of Mees 
gue on winch: his eyes Were riveted, 
but on theſe lines, written and ſigned; 
by Mr. Armatage on a ſlip of paper 
which: he had taken up, as ſhe. was 


HOG the packet. % a54303d 


2 | 
N #3 Toe 


6 My . Sir William, e 


you are permitted to examine the 


Packet I leave behind me, your ſiſter, 
Adelaide Moutzeville, will be living, 


in. 
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in health, and on the point of 1 
e to your embraces;” | 


1 * F Y 
1 et 110 


SHALL we pauſe here, reader, or 
ſhall we proceed ?—Panſe a moment; 
and behold Emeline ſpeechleſs as well 
as Sir William ; for ſhe too had ſeen. 
the words life and Adelaide linked to- 
gether. Behold at their feet this vener- 
able domeſtic no longer afraid of diſ- 
obeying orders, now calling on the 
merciful God, who had: preſerved 
Miſs Montreville, to ſtrengthen her 
brother and her friend, that they 
might not die under the oppreſſion 
of * own n eh 


"His prayer was in part dnfweted: 
Emelige fainted, and her fall brought 
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Sir William to his ſenſes; his tender 
aſſiduities, nature, youth, and a glaſs 
of water, ſoon made her open her 
eyes. If we are thus affected, ſhe 
cried, what will become of Lady 
Gertrude, and of Montague ? 


I LEAvE Sir Wilkam to ſoothe her 
| fears—to quiet his own—now read- 
ing a line in the packet, then aſking 
John if all this was not a dream— 
| Did ſhe really live ?—had he ſeen 
| her—had he ſpoken to her ?—Agam 
| with ſtreaming eyes wading through 
the barbarous deſcription of her early 
ſufferings—Emeline ſobbing for the 
eruelties exerciſed on the ſiſter of her 
foul — Sir William execrating the 
wretch who had cauſed them to be 

executed; 
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exccuted ; and at every line ſwearing 
to extirpate the whole race of the 
Johnſons. —I leave them the prey of 
a thouſand mingled paſſions, and a 
thouſand different emotions, to give 
you the beſt tranſlation J am able 
of the worſt language that has ever 
fallen under my inſpeckion; though 
no doubt the decyphering might have 
been an eaſier taſk for Mrs. Johnſon, 
to whom it was addreſſed at Paris, 
after Miſs Montreville had been 
ſafely conveyed to her priſon, in the 
mountains of Savoy. To the letter was 
added a poſtſcript, containing ſo full 
a direction to their infernal abode, 
that any body leſs intereſted than Mr. 
Armatage in finding it out, would 
rs al been at no great difficulty. 
Contents 
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Contents of the Packr 7. 


Madame my Lady, 
All that my huſband and I can 
do for your bounty to us as well as 
to our daughter Jacquiline will be 
little enough, though inſtead of tak- 
ing the young woman out of your 
way, we were to lay down our own 
lives, if by ſo doing we could ferve 
or pleaſe you. I ſhould not have had 
the boldneſs to write to ſo great a 
lady, but ſince we came home I. diſ- 
covered. that my charge had got l 
ſaint hung about her neck, and that 
ſhe was always praying to it; and 
who knows if L had let her keep it, 
but ſome bad luck might have befallen 
us through his means. I have taken 
it 
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it from her; and as he is not one of 
our country ſaints, he can do us 
no good; lo J ſend it, madam, to 
you, who are of the ſame religion, 
that he may be of ſome ſervice in his 

own country, where, no doubt, I 
| thould think by his good looks, he is 
worſhipped before any other. Now, 
Madam my lady, as I am fo bold to 
write to you, I hope it will be no 
offence if I tell you how Jaquis and 
IT managed Mademoiſelle after you 
went away from , and left her 
aſleep. As ſoon as ſhe awoke, and 
rung her bell, I went into the room, 
and told her as you had ordered me, 
that in the night you had received an 
expreſs from Paris, to ſignify Made- 
moiſelle her couſin was dying; that 
as. 
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as ſhe had been il you would not 
have her diſturbed, but ſet out direct- 
ly, and we were to follow, as ſoon as 
fhe had taken breakfaſt. —Sbe aſked 
if you had leſt a note for her Taid 
no; you was too much in haſte for 
that, but had deſired that! would ſee 
her ſafe to Paris, and take great care 
of her upon the road; and that ſhe 
might be the better guarded, I had 
made my hufband promife to go with 
us: the ſeemed very much concerned 
for her couſin's illneſs, but was other- 
5 wiſe contented and fatisfied with the 
firſt day's journey.—She told: me ſhe 

ſhould ſoon go to her own country, 

and what a joyful meeting ſhe ſhould 

have with her mother and other 
friends; and we went on, good com- 

5 *. 
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pany, till near the ſecond night-fall, 
when ſhe began to ſhow. uneaſlineſs 
that we were not yet within ſight of 
Paris. Jaquis, who knew. we were 
now out of harm's way, anſwered her 
roughly, according to your own. in- 
ſtructions that we were not to ſpoil 
her by indulgence, — He ſaid” ſhe. 
muſt never expect to ſee Paris again, 
but make up her mind to go and. live. 
with us in the mountains. — Hold 
your tongue, Jaquis, ſaid I: don't 
you ſee ſhe is dead; for ſo indeed I 
thought ſhe was, when her head fell 
all of a ſudden down upon my 
ſhoulder. . Now you know, Madam. 
my lady, i it was not your orders that 
we ſhould do any little matter to 
haſten her death, though we ſhould: 
have 
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have been proud to ſhew our obe- 
dience in any way that you had been 
pleaſed to command us; ſo I thought 
it would be no harm to hold a little 
hartſhorn to her noſe, and rub ker 
temples a bit. Jaquis called me a fobl: 
ſhe rode; he ſaid, better as he was; 
for if ever the came to herſelf again 
there wowid be fine ſqualling” and? 
crying. I was pretty much of the 
ſame mind, ſo we let her alone, after 
wards travelling an hour and à half 
quite convenient, till ſhe began to 


ſtir, opened her eyes, and ſeemed to 


remember ſomething of what Jaquis | 
had ſaid about the mountains She 
cried out, Are you going to kill mel. 
fell into another fit, and ſtayed in 
! one after another, thank our 
good 


— 
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good ſaints, till ve came ſafe to our 
own door. Once I did think ſhe was 
quite gone, and [ ſo thought Jaquis, 
who; propoſed. to bury, her! in the: 
great foreſt we were paſſing through 
at the time, and I was of the like 
opinion, as no harm could then hap- 
pen to us; and you, Madam my 
lady, would have been ſatisſied. Be- 
tween us we got her out of the car- 
riage, and laid her upon the ſnow. 
and were going to throw her into a 
pit, five or ſix yards further off, when 
we, heard a great groan, but could not 
tell where it came from; for it was 
mid- night, and the moon dim, which 
terribly. frightened us. My huſband 
called out, let us tols her into the pit, 
and be gone, for the devil inhabits 
- this 
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this place: we took her up between 
us —her hand touched mine !] felt 
it move: another gran made us 
take cqurage ;. for nor we knew it 


was ſhe who groaned before: ſo I 


cried out ſhe was alive, and my huſ- 
band ran to the carriage; and brought 
a, drop of good brandy, which we 
poured down her tliroat, and the ſoon 
came ſo well to herſelf that we were 
able to go on, and met with no more 
hindranees' till we got home. — Ma- 
dam my lady, we ſhall break her in 
to behave towardly when we have 
had her a month or two, but now 
ſhe: weeps bitterly, and we can't: get 
a word out of her. Lou may be ſure 
we ſhall let no body ever ſee her, or 
ſuffer her to go an inch out of our 

ſight; 


ſight, and if we ſhould all three hap- 
pen to die before her, I have two 
young folks in my eye, whom I ſhall 
bring up to ſucceed us in the office, 
on whom you may depend as much 
as upon us. Madame my Lady, 
the honeſt people who procured for 
you the corpſe you paſſed at Paris for 
Mademoiſelle, and afterwatds ſent 
over to her family, were very much 
ſatisfied with the bounty you con- 
veyed to them by our hands. 


Tu1s is as much of the horrible 
letter as I have patience to tranſlate, 
and more than Sir William and Miſs 
Davenport could read in three quar- 
ters of an hour, for paſſionate execra- 
tions on one part, tears ſobs and excla- 
.. E mations 


74 THE PACKET: 


mations on the other.—See the feel- 

ing, faithful old ſervant of Mr. Ar- 
matage again at their feet, intreating 
them to be ſoothed, and to prepare 
themſelves for what muſt very ſoon 
happen — for an interview with 
Miſs Montreville, who, together 
with his maſter and miſtreſs, had 
arrived at the parſonage at break 
of day that very morning. 


Do you ſuppoſe, reader, the bro- 
ther, the friend of Adelaide, waited 
to hear all the words he uſed to an- 
nounce the wonderful myſtery of 
her being covered by the ſame roof 
with themſelves ?—Do you conceive 
that a flight door by which they were 
only divided, could reſiſt the force 

| of 
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of friends ſo eager to embrace? Oh! 
what a confuſion of ſweet ſounds, 
did the opening of this ſingle barrier 
admit! My brother! my ſiſter! — 
my Emeline - my Adelaide - fot 
the firſt moment were all that could be 
formed into articulation - afterwards, 
at the feet of their guardian angels, 
who had brought this precious jewel 
from the mine in which it had been 
buried, they all ſunk down, unable 
by words to expreſs the united agony 
of joy and gratitude. Sir William, ever 
the moſt graceful of his ſex, in this at- 
titude, had more of divine than human 
in his face and figure, being the beſt 
calculated of all mankind to dignify 
ſuch an action of humility. Dear mo- 
ther! dear Montague !—he cried, as. 

— 82 Mr. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Armatage ſeized and 
preſſed them all in their arms, —be- 
loved ſufferers, your ſouls that are 
-unrefreſhed by the breezes of comfort, 


how will they be able to ſtand this 
tempeſt of felicity ?” 


LE'r me not fee them, exclaimed 
Adelaide, let me not ſee them, my 
brother, till they are prepared to 
meet me- without ending my ex- 
iſtence, by the leaſt danger with 
which their own may be threat- 
cned! | 


IN theſe ſort of diſcourſes the revo- 
lution of time paſſed ſo rapidly, that 
none of the party ſeemed to mark or 
heed its progreſs, till Mrs. Armatage 

cried 
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cried out, What will Lady Gertrude, 
Mrs. Davenport, and her fon, think 
is become of you? Leave me to finiſh 
all that you would yet ſay to each 
other, and go back as faſt as you can 
to the dear intereſting trio; put the 
elue of this bleſſing into their hands, 
and wind us to them as quickly, 
but as cautiouſly as you can. | 


AFTER the half-finiſhed picture I 
have given of what paſſed at the par- 
ſonage before Sir William and Eme- 
line entered the dreſſing- room of 
Lady Gertrude, the youngeſt pupil 
in the ſcience of divination will be 
able to account for the total-derange- 


ment in their ideas when they took 
. E 3 their 
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their places at the breakfaſt table; and 
alſo to aſſign a reaſon why ſhe 
thought it proper to call on her 
mother as the very beſt ſurgeon for 
an ancle that had received no hurt— 
the beſt confidant of a ſecret that 
was too much for her own agitated 
| boſom to contain the wiſeſt coun- 
ſellor by whom it was poſlible to 
be guided through the intricate 
mazes of caution—and the. beſt aſ- 
ſiſtant they could any where find 
in helping them to draw aſide the 
eurtain. 


I sAy-nothing of Mrs, Davenport's 
joy and aſtoniſhment at the indiſtinct 
relation made to her by Emeline, it 

was 
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was hardly, if at all, inferior to what 
has been already repreſented; all 
that ſhe at firſt underſtood from her 
daughter's often ſeli-interrupted- nar- 
rative was, that Miſs Montreville was 
living and at the parſonage ! Who is 
there at ſuch a criſis that could have 
told itwith preciſion?—precifion is not 
the ſoul of tranſport, but the phleg- 
matic offspring of deliberation, and 
when Sir William ſtole from the 
preſence of his unſuſpicious mother, 
to unite himſelf to their council, they 
gained very little ſteadineſs by the 
acquiſition; ſo that, after an hour's 
conſultation, they went back to Lady 
Gertrude's apartment, without any 
fixed plan of proceeding, rather ſub- 
1. mitting 
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mitting to. chance than premedita- 
tion for a lucky hit by which they 
might unravel the delightful myſ- 


tery. 
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Hoarders fear detection A broken reed may make 
a good ſtaſt, and a well-direted queſtion pro- 
duce a plain anſwer — Senecas morals Phi- 
lofophy new and eaſy—What is happineſs —If 
you do not find it in this chapter, look for it 
in the next. ; 


Lavy GERTRUDE, and Montague 
had mechanically walked to that ſpot 
where all their griefs were hoarded, - 
the moment Sir William left them 
together, whilſt he went to enquire 
after Miſs Davenport's hurt ancle; 
and when they all three came back, 

CEL Ee? E 5 this 
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this guilty pair of mourners turned 
haſtily from the eaſt window to ſhun. 
detection, luckily too much enve-- 
loped in their own agitation for their 
eyes to be very keen-ſighted in ſpy- 
ing out emotions foreign to what 
they experienced. 


As ſhe walked trembling towards 
her chair, leaning on poor Monta- 
gue, the broken reed which ſhe was 
pleaſed to call her ſtaff, enquiring 
very tenderly after the ſprained ancle, 
Sir William came towards her, and 
with looks of more than common 
love, ſo icitude, and veneration, put- 
ting his arms round her, he led her 
to the chair ſhe had quitted, replac- 
ing her in it, whilſt Davenport trie 

1-29 to 
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to deceive his mother and ſiſter by 
talking cheerfully to them. 


Wu is it, my deareſt mother, 
ſaid Sir William, that whenever I 
enter your apartment, if you happen 
to be reſting at this. particular win- 
dow, I have the misfortune to ac- 


cuſe myſelf of ——; your medis - 
tations? . 


SpARE me, William, on this 
one ſubject, ſpare your too culpable 
mother! — there is but one perſon 
in the world who is acquainted - 
with the. whole of my. weakneſs. 


He called upon Montague with a 
great deal of good nature, to account 
E.6 . pe! to 
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to him for having engrofled the 
whole of Lady Gertrude's confi- 
dence, as far as it concerned her 
views from a certain window; 
and aſked, why he was not to be 
truſted with the charming and ſub- 


lime intercourſe with inanimate ſub- 


- jets, from which they were able to 


extract ſo many moments of ſweet 
gratification ? 


I is, replied Montague, forcing a 
ſmile into his face, becauſe we are 
miſers; and ſorrows like riches diſſi- 
pate themſelves if divided amongſt. 
many. 


Ir is for that reaſon we deſire to 
have a ſhare in them, ſaid Mrs. Da- 
venport. fl I 

AND 
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Ay for that reaſon my dear mo- 525 
ther, he returned, we try to "hide 
them: my fifter, I am ſure, would not 
thank us for infecting Sir William's 
mind with thoſe ſentiments, which, 
though exquiſitely dear to ourſelves, 
would ill agree with the” certainty 
there is of their mutual and 1 hope 
uninterrupted felicity. —Lady Ger- 
trude ſaid, he had ſpoken her ſenti- 
ments--9ir William muttered to him- 
ſelf, this will not do Vour ſituation 
is too cold, ſaid he, and led her 10 
the fireſide— Emeline had not yet 
been able to utter a word, but her at- 
tention wandered from one to the 


other, expecting what would come 
next. 


SIR 
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SIR WILLIAM took up a book 
* that lay on the table; it happened to 
be Seneca's Morals, and it opened on 
happineſs.— How much good philo- 
ſophy, ſaid he, has been thrown away 
on a ſubject which philolophers them- 
ſelves allow. never exiſted — though 
as long as my lovely Emeline is ſeat- 
ed by my ſide, I ſhall be of another 
opinion. I muit go further, I muft 
tell them, that, by endeavouring to 
difprove it, they eſtabliſh the fact of 
its exiſtence. If there is no ſuch 
perfection as happineſs, . what ſhall 
be ſaid for the wiſdom of thoſe 
men who walte their ſtrength in 
breaking bubbles and en ha- 
dows? 


I AM: | 
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JAM ſure of one tremendous cer- 
tainty, cried the lover of Miſs Mon- 
treville I am ſure that — is per- 
manent! 


THAT is more than I am con- 
vinced of, replied his friend but we 
were talking of happineſs only; let 
every one of us declare, let the thing 
appear ever ſo improbable, nay im- 
poſſible, what they conceive would 
make them converts to my new tyf- 
tem of philoſophy, and force them to 
confeſs that happineſs is exactly 
what it is commonly called, and not 
what the wiſe men call it; that it is a 
real good and not a vapour of 'the 
imagination, — Speak, Montague — 

| what 
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what is there that could poſſibly or 
impoſſibly happen, which would 
make you confeſs. the ſoundneſs of 
my doctrine ? 


UNLEss, anſwered he, a miracle 
ſhould cauſe me to revolt from my 
very late eſtabliſhed opinion, I muſt 
ever eſpouſe the cauſe of philoſophy, 


and ſay, there is not, there cannot 


now be any happineſs, at leaſt for 
me, on this ſide eternity. 


For my part, ſaid Lady Gertrude, 
Montague's ſentiments are ſo ſimilar 
to my own, on certain ſubjects, that 
L defire only to make this addition 
to what he has advanced, that next 

to 
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to happineſs is a certain ſtate of calm 
ſcrenity ; name it apathy it will not be 
amiſs; it is beſt underſtood when the 
mind drawing all the neareſt deareſt 
ties round about it, ſuch as my three 
children and the friend now preſent, 
when no beloved object ſeparated by 
diſtance tears it with anxiety, tortures 
it with ſuſpence; when, to the reſt of 
the world, misfortune has taught it 
to ſay, I am independent of all claims 
but on Divine Providence;—to Deſti- 
ny, Spare this little remnant and you 
cannot afflict me—I ſay, if you will 
not allow me to call this negative 
ſentiment by the name of happineſs, 
I ſhall never be able to tell you of 


any other by experience. 


EMELINE 
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EMELINE looked on Sir Willlam— 
He cannot ſtand this, ſhe thought — 
and now the bleſſed ſecret muſt come 
out but ſhe was miſtaken, for, turn- 
ing to her, he aſked what ſhe would 

| honour with the name of happineſs ? 
She, who underſtood the language of 
his eyes,.and was at that moment too 
deeply. penetrated with the thouſand 
noble qualities they ſpoke, replied, as 
| if there had been no object on the 
earth but himſelf, I deſire no hap- 
pineſs but that of pleaſing you 
and- | | 


H—_——— TD — 


Srop! faid he, kiſſing her hand 
in extaſy - one word more might 
ſpoil the whole dear ſentence—and 

there- 
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there is no poſſible expreſſion that 
can add to its graces, 


I am offended, ſaid Mrs. Daven- 
port, not to have been examined be- 
fore now on your phttoſophical re- 
ſearches, but I tell you, without being 
put to the queſtion, that I muſt de- 
rive all my happineſs from ſym- 
pathy ! 


Ir now only remains with me, 
ſaid he, to be ſincere as yourſelves, 
for I know you have all ſpoken the | 
dictates of your hearts; but I will 
not promiſe to keep, as you have done, 
within the bounds of natural cauſes. 
Ihad laſt night a dream, ſtrictly ſpeak- 
ing it was this morning that the vi- 
| ion. 
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ſion was preſented to my fancy, and 
till every tittle of it is realized the u- 
timatum of my felicity cannot be aſ- 
certained, 


You a dreamer, William! — this 
was expreſſed both by the lips and the 
eyes of Lady Gertrude; ſhe looked: 
perfectly ſurpriſed, to hear him talk. 
ſo much like an old woman. 


EMELINE falling on the boſom 
of her ſecond mother, cried out, Hear 
him, hear him! Oh, it is ſo wonder- 
ful I am ſure it will come true, I am 
fure it will t 


Wu this extreme earneſtneſs, my 
child? ſaid her 3 Why does 


your 
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your boſom pant as if you were aſk- 
ing me a favour on which your 
own fate depended ? 


SHE is afraid, anſwered Sir Wil- 
liam, that you will not let me tell 
my dream.—Tel! it by all means, 
ſaid ſhe, but do not expect, dear 
William, that I am to give it all the 
credit you ſeem to expect. I declare 
when this wonderful dream was re- 
peated to me juſt now whilſt I was 
abſent with my daughter, cried, Mrs, 
Davenport, though I am no viſtonary, 
whether it was owing to the extra- 
ordinary matter it contained, or to 
the natural way in which it was re- 
lated, it ſtruck me with ſuch a re- 
ſemblance to reality, that I am 


2 not 
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not aſhamed to ſay, it affected me 
ſtrangely—1t will alſo affect you, my 
dear friend, you muſt therefore, if 
you conſent to hear it, arm your 
mind, and ſo muſt my ſon, with dou- 
; ble portions of fortitude, as the chief 
ſubject of it is your beloved daughter 
| and his beloved miſtreſs, —She pauſ- 
| ed— Montague ſighed—Lady Ger- 
1 trude echoed his ſigh—and deſired 
| Sir William to proceed, adding, that 
the powers of imagination, however 
ſtrongly impreſſed, could have nothing 
to do either in augmenting or melio- 
Tating dreadful and deep-rooted cer- 
tainties, 185 


SIR WILLIAM claſped the hand 
| Pf his mother, and preſſed Montague's 
1 — with 
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with affection— involuntary was the 
motion, inexpreſſible the tranſports 
which the ſoul, too full of them, 
ſpread over his whole countenance, 
and muſt have imparted ſome portion 
of the ſecret had they been inclined 
to ſearch for it in his eyes or in his 
accents, 


IT was this morning, my dear 
mother, this very morning, Mon- 
tague, that I ſuppoſed myſelf at the 
parſonage, and ſaw there our dear 
friend Armatage, with his amiable 


wife, juft come off a very long jour- 
ney——]I wiſh, my dear ſon, they 
were in reality returned, ſaid Lady 
Gertrude, interrupting him and L 
ſaw them ſo plainly, he energetically 
replied 
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replied, that I would take a ſhilling 
to five hundred pounds, that in leſs 
than twenty-four hours you will ſee 


them at the caſtle. Well, ſaid ſhe, 


ſhould this happen, I don't know 
how far I may in future allow your 
dreams to be prophetic. Never, ne- 
ver, he returned, ſhall I have another 
that will fix itſelf fo ſtrongly on my 
mind, or elate my ſpirits as this has 
done! Do you hear me, Montague, 
pray liſten, I fear you are not ſuffi- 
ciently attentive. Pardon me, cried 
Davenport, I have eyes and ears only 
for yourſelf. —He ſaid true, for by 
this time he had perceived the viſi- 
ble change in the dreamer's whole 
external appearance; he knew Sir 
William and his fiſter had been that 

| morn- 
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morning at the parſonage; he ſaw 
ſome preparations were intended he 
trembled—he had nothing to expect, 
and could not therefore tell why it 
was that he did tremble. 

My dream was ſo confuſed—it 
was ſuch a delightful confuſion, con- 
tinued he, that I hardly know where 
to take up the firſt thread of the clue. 
Find it, I beſeech you! eagerly ex- 
claimed Davenport. | 


My deareſt mother! (addreſſing 
himſelf to Lady Gertrude, one eye 
ſometimes caſting a bright glance on 
his friend), when Armatage*abruptly 
left 'us, he did not explain on what 
occaſion he was called ſo ſuddenly 

Vol. IV, 3 away, 
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away, but made us underſtand that 
it was on an office of humanity : 
vou read this, general reaſon in 
the letter he left behind him, and 
prayed, ah, with what fervency did 
you pray for his ſucceſs! — I re- 
member it, ſaid Lady Gertrude no- 
thing diſcompoſed, and my prayers 
{till follow him. Wherever he is, or 


whatever may be the buſineſs that 


keeps him from us ſo long, his pur- 


ſuits muſt ever do him honour. 


SIR WILLIAM had changed his 
poſition, and was moved behind 
her chair, that ſhe might not ſee 
the quick- tranſitions of his coun- 
tenance, of which he himſelf was 


conſcious, Montague ſat oppoſite 


to 


A ont! 


to him, with eyes riveted on his face: 
Mrs. Davenport and Emeline, afraid 
to look on either party, kept them 
ſelves in the back-ground of this in- 
N picture. „537170 


Yrs, ſaid he, replying to his mo- 
ther's eulogium on Mr. Armatage,” 
there is no doubt that a petition fo 
worthy of yourſelf and of him has 
been fully anſwered, How is this, 
my ſon? You began with a dream, 
you wander from imagination, and 
ſeem to ſpeak boldly as if aſſured 


you was treading the ſerious path of | 
certainty. 


I MAY have wandered, dear mo- 
ther; but thus corrected, you ſhall 
| F 2 lee 


my Adelaide ſhould be 


— 
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ſee how ready I am to purſue the 


right road. I ſuppoſed in my morn- 
ing viſion, that the affair on which 
Armatage and his wife have been 
many weeks abſent was to reſtore 


a young lady to her friends, whom 


they have long, too long lamented as 
being loſt to them for ever. 


LikE a flaſh from heaven, light at 
that moment ſtruck upon the ſoul of 
Lady Gertrude. Stop ! ſhe cried; if I 


have no concern in the reſtoration, 


ſtop ! but if it is poſſible my angel— 
She could 
ſay no more, Sir William had ruſhed 
forward, he had caught her in his 
arms, he had ſaid to her: It is no 
dream, my adorable mother! the very 

1 arms 
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arms that infold you have this day 
ſtrained in their embraces our pre- 
cious Adelaide ! — She uttered a faint 
cry, and heard no more. 


WraT became of Montague? 
That is more than I am able to an- 
ſwer ; for as ſoon as Lady Gertrude 
opened her eyes to light and happi- 
neſs, though Montague was looked 
for every where, he was no where to 
be found. This eftrangement did not 
occaſion any pangs of bitterneſs to 
mingle with the ſweets of eclairciſſe- 
ment, becauſe on the firſt mention of a 
young lady found, who was ſuppoſed 
to be loſt, he had vaniſhed from the 
room, not waiting to hear any more; 

and Emeline had only time to ſay to 


F 3 | him, 
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him, as he paſſed her in the ſwift- 
neſs of flight Dear brother, do not 
ſurpriſe her too much. . 


Tu ice broken, and the path 
cleared to a meeting ſo extraordinary 
as that which was ſoon to take place, 
between a daughter redeemed from 
the grave and a mother who had 
nevericeaſed to lament her interment 
—the lover gone, as it may not un- 
aptly be ſuppoſed, to viſit a miſtreſs 
by whale reſurrection alone he could 
be ſatisfied; and Lady Gertrude, ſo 
far brought back to her ſenſes, that 
though ſhe could not underſtand, 
neither could ſhe doubt I hope 
Jam not expected to go over 
again all the und I have gone 
over 


— 
% 
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over already, at leaſt, that I ſhall be 
permitted to make a much ſhorter 
cut; and inſtead of telling my readers 
how and in what words the miracu- 
lous circumſtances of this great event 
were made known to Lady Gertrude, 
may I not content them by ſaying, 
that ſhe was acquainted with ſuch of 
them as were neceſſary to the full 
eſtabliſhment of her faith, as ſoon as 
her powers of attention were reſtor- 
ed? But as many as could be hid of 
thoſe ſoul-piercing cruelties practiſed 
by the monſters of the rocks upon 
the mind and body of her darling 
child, were then and for ever after 
concealed from her, beyond the ſeru- 
tiny of penetration to diſcover. 


6 
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Taz ſame phyſician who attended 
at the ſuppoſed death of Miſs Mon- 
treville had reccived a ſummons from 
Sir William to attend at the annuncia- 


tion of her reſurrection, and entered 


the room at the inſtant Lady Ger- 
trude fainted. —To repreſent joy 
below the ſtandard at which I have 
ſet it, would be a degradation from 
the ſpirit, the eſſence of my ſubject, 
or I could give a very pretty ſketch 
of what was evinced by one of the 
moſt humane men that belongs to one 
of the moſt liberal profeſſions : I 
would alfo, if it was not for deſcend- 
ing, be very far from paſſing over in 
ſilence, as I now muſt do, the general 
joy of every ſervant and domeſtic in 


the 
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the houſe on this joyful occaſion, 
from the good and faithful Mrs. 
Grantley, down to the loweſt helper 
in the ſtables. 's 03 Ati W 116 
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CTHAEP YL. 


F The ſame horſe does not always win the plate, nor 
| the ſame man always linger behind in a foot-race 
bh —T he world is a deſert ;, who would not get out 
of it if they could ?—The world is a paradiſe ; 
i 200 would not ſlay in it if they could ?— Deſpair 
I! © Plants it with thorns — Hope firews it with roſes. 


Sm William Montreville and Mon- 
ague Davenport, when boys, had 
once run for a wager from the caſtle 
to the parſonage, in ſeven minutes; 
and Montague only loſt it by ten ſe- 
|| conds. What is the ſpeed of emula- 
j tion to the ſpeed of paſſion ? of the 
| | tender paſſion, or rather of all human 
1 paſſions combined in that one? In 
0 5 the 
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the purſuit of fame he could ſhake 
hands with the rival by whom he 
was ſurpaſſed, without envy or mor- 
tification : but now that he was on 
his ſecond race to the parſonage, in 
purſuit of love and Adelaide, he 
would have cut the throat of that 
daring mortal who had preſumed to 
contend with him in ſwiftneſs ; and 
nothing but an arrow from a bow 
could have left him behind —as that 
ſpace which in the full exertion of his 
ſtrength he did not quite compaſs 
in ſeven, had yet ſomething to ſpite 
of four minutes when he knocked 
at the door of Mr. Armatage's houſe. 


' STAND back, reader, I ſhall not 
permit you to enter It is only the 
F 6 ſpirit 
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ſpirit of truth and the angel of purity 
that can be admitted to thoſe inter- 
views, where their own attributes 
are divinely repreſented, I only 
ſcratched out theſe few preceding 
lines to be the herald of Montague's 
fame at a love-race, and am now 
ſetting out again for the caſtle, 

IT is very natural to conclude, that 
the firſt words uttered by Lady Ger- 
trude, after ſhe was able to articulate, 
were the moſt tender and paſſionate 
cries for Miſs Montreville to be 1m- 
mediately brought into her preſence. 
The doctor, who held her pulſe, gen- 
tly objected to this precipitancy, and 
declared he could not ſanction their 
meeting with his concurrence, until 
ſhe had lain down for an hour or 
| two, 
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two, and taken a cordial, which he 
had brought with him, prepared to 
ſettle her nerves and reſtore her com- 
poſure. — She conſented in part fo 
be governed ; for now the world 
appeared a paradiſe, and ſhe was 

| both to quit it: but till ſhe would 
not lie down, nor ſwallow the cor- 
dial he prefented, until ſhe had heard 
her ſon repeat every thing that he 
choſe ſhe ſhould ever know of that 
horrible treatment to which her dar- 
ting Adelaide had been expoſed; and 
having alſo exacted a promiſe, that 
the moment ſhe felt herſelf equal to 
ſuſtain the exceeding weight of her 
felicity, the interview ſhould be no 
longer protracted. She fuffered her- 
{elf to be put to bed, and, ſoon after 
taking 
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taking the reſtorative cordial, ſhe ſunk 
into a ſweet and profound ſlumber, 
from which ſhe did not awaken any 
more for upwards of four hours, 


Do you think ſhe will ſleep Jang ? 
ſaid Mrs. Davenport to the doctor, 
on finding that her late agitation had 
lulled itſelf into a quiet undiſturbed 
repoſe : will it be ſafe for me to leave 
her one little hour, to feaſt my eyes 
on the ſight of that precious being, 
fo dear to us, ſo unexpectedly re- 
ſtored ? 
| You may go with great ſecurity, 

he replied; her ladyſhip will not come 
out of this artificial ſleep into which 
I have thrown her till it is! — per- 


* not till the cloſe of day. 
BSS 
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BLEss me! have you ventured to 
give her an opiate ? Ido not remember 


her to have ever taken any thing of 
the kind. | 


BE not alarmed, Madam, I will 
anſwer for its ſafety, and I hope for 
its efficacy. — 


Dio you ka it at that time when 
the account reached her of Miſs Mon- 
treville's death? 


'THERE was no occaſion for it then; 
violent grief is in its own nature a 
ſtupifier, and a ſubſtitute for opiates: 
but the lively ſallies of joy are at- 
tended with ſuch extreme perturba- 
tions, that neither the ſenſes nor the 


life 
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life of a patient, in Lady Gertrude's 
uncommon ſituation, are free from 
danger until the feelings of the mind 
are deadened, and the irritation of 
the nerves ſilenced. 


I am a coward, my good Sir ; but 
your condeſcenſion and ſound reaſon- 
ing have convinced my underſtand- 
ing, and quieted all my fears. The 
coach had been at the door two 
-hours, and the ſervants waiting for 
orders when they ſhould be ſent 
away to fetch Miſs Montreville to 
the gaſtle. Mrs. Davenport, aſſured 
that ſhe might go and come back 
again before Lady Gertrude would 
awake, flew to the carriage. Scarcely 
giving time for the ſtep to be let 
down, 
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down, ſhe took her ſeat in it, and 
ordered to be driven, with all poſſible 
haſte, to the parſonage. The doctor 
followed to offer her his aſſiſtance; 
but finding he could not overtake 
her, he returned into Lady Gertrude's 
apartment, where on one ſide of the 
bed ſat Emeline, on the other Sir 
William, each holding a hand of this 
dear mother in their own, and watch- 
ing her ſlumbers with true filial 
anxiety. 


ON a retroſpection of what I have 
written, I charge myſelf with having 
ſaid leſs of Adelaide, who is the ſoul 
of my ſubject, than of any other per- 
ſons who are only the fibres of it: 
but can the ſoul exiſt in its priſon of 

| clay 
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clay without theſe fibres, theſe tendrils 
that cling around it, theſe tender 
connexions which it ſupports, and by 
which it is ſupported ?— No l- the 
example of Adelaide herſelf proves it 
otherwiſe ; for though the had been 
received into the arms of her brother, 
her friend, and her lover, yet her im- 
patience was ſo great to be at the feet 
of her mother, that, whilſt acknow- 
ledging with noble frankneſs all the 
obligations ſhe felt for the unpre- 
cedented conſtancy and affection of 
her amiable Montague, ſhe would 
cry out, Oh! theſe tedious moments ! 
Where are you, mydear, dear mamma! 
Why are our friends ſo cruel to keep 
us ſtill aſunder ?—If we die in the 


embrace they ſo much fear, ah! 
what 
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what a death of pleaſure ! —what a 
death of rapture would it be to your 
poor Adelaide ! 


SOME exclamation like this had 
juſt forced a paſſage from her plain- 
tive boſom, when Mrs. Davenport 
ſtopped at the door of the parſonage- 
houſe, in Lady Gertrude's carriage; 
and it caught the eye of Miſs Mon- 
treville, who cried out, Dear Monta- 
gue | the is come! ſhe is come My 
love ! my life ! be compoſed ; it is 
indeed your mother, but not Lady 
Gertrude, — Will you not allow my 
mother to be your mother ? He could 
ſay no more Mrs. Davenport ruſhed 
in to aſſert her own claims to the title, 


—He 
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—He ſpoke, and ecſtaſy once more 
renewed its reign at the parſonage. 


LATELY I picked a hole in my 
own garment, merely to have the 
Pleaſure of healing it over by a philo- 
fophical experiment — The ſoul and 
the fibres fitted ſo nicely, that it 
tempts me to ſuppole my good-na- 
| tured readers will give me an oppor- 
tunity of trying my {kill once more, 
by calling upon me to explain away 
what they may ſuppoſe a want of con- 
ſiſtency ; and aſk why, after bringing 
ſo much company to the parſonage, 
I have ſaid ſo little of the dear par- 
ſon and his wife. A very plain reafon, 
founded in common ſenſe, for this 
omiſſion, offers to preſent itſelf in 


my 
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my defence; and I ſhall ſeek for no 
better. — Gratitude has a thouſand 
tongues, and was ſo buſy in uſing 
them all whilſt Adelaide's brother, 
friend, and lover were united in the 
bands of domeſtic ſociety with the 
preſervers of Adelaide—that on the 
one hand, if I had been the amanu- 
enſis to ſet down whatever paſſed in 
the language of gratitude, my remain- 
ing pages would have been filled with 
little elſe ; and on the other, to have 


given a ſhort ſpecimen of its elo- 


quence, would be to cut off the limb 
of a well done ſtatue, and thereby 
deface the beautiful uniformity of the 
whole. 


TEERE is alſo a Moni, Lamotte— 
that 
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that gentleman of the faculty ſo ho- 
nourably mentioned by Mr. Arma- 
tage. As being the partner of their 
ſearch after Adelaide, and as one of 
her heroes, he is entitled to much 
conſideration. So thought Montague. 
After this friendly foreigner had eſ—-— 
corted his lovely patient in ſafety to 
her native village, and partaken of 
the parſonage hoſpitalities a few hours, 
family affairs forced him to depart 
again for his own country, not with- 
out an ample recompenſe from Sir 
William, and a Bank of England note 
for a thouſand pounds preſented to 
him by the magnificent Davenport ; 
whoſe powers of being generous were, 
ſince the deciſion of his law-ſuit, 
equal to the ſpirit of his own libera- 

lity, 


; 
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fity, which knew no bounds in re- 
warding every being who had nearly 
or remotely aided in the great cauſe. 
ol his heart, — To his bounty Richard 
and Sarah Adams were indebted for 
the luxury of living without labour 
to him, John, the domeſtic of Mr. 
Armatage owed the means of inde- 
pendance whenever he choſe that 
ſtate in preference to ſervitude:—and 
large gifts were ſent by Monſ. Lamotte 
to the poor Savoyards who had aſſiſted 
in the reſcue of his ſoul's treaſure, — 
mention theſe circumſtances now, 
that they may have no claim on my 
time hereafter. 


* 


ONE hour being elapſed in the 
boſom of domeſtic harmony, the pre- 
„ ſiding 
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fiding deities of which circle were 
Mr. and Mrs. Armatage — the mo- 
ther of Montague made a motion to 
return back to the caſtle, and propoſed 
that the whole party ſhould accom- 
pany her thither. The motion was 
univerſally approved: Adelaide adopt- 
edd it with a glowing tranſport of joy, 
which gave ſuch a divine addition of 
animation to her always animated 
features, as much more than realiſed 
all that has ever been held up by 
poets, painters, or lovers of ſoul- 
inſpired beauty. 


ONLy Monſ. Lamotte was left be- 
hind at the parſonage, to prepare, by 
taking ſome reſt, for freſh fatigues ; 
the reſt all crowded into Lady Ger- 


trude's 
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trude's carriage. Montague, the new- 
ereated Montague, for he reſembled 
any thing in heaven above, or on the 
earth beneath, rather than his former 


ſelf, wrapped up his new- found trea- 
ſure in many cloaks and great-coats, 


to prevent the approach of danger, 
which he now fancied he ſaw ready 
to aſſail her delicate frame from every 
point of the compaſs - and as often 
as he looked upon her, ſpoke to her, 
or caught the ſound of her voice in 
its paſſage from his ear to his heart, 
he would cry out, as doubting the 
evidence of his wandering ſenſes, 


Great God! can all this be poſſible? 


LADY GERTRUDE was ſtill ſleep- 
ing when they alighted at the caſtle. 
Vol. IV. G One 
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One of the ſervants had caught a 
glimpſe of Miſs Montreville, and had 
ſpread the alarm to twenty others, 
that ſhe was come back in the carriage 
with Mrs. Davenport.—Think! oh 
my young reader! if you are fo 
happy as to have engaged the love 
and reverence of your domeſtics 
grown grey in the ſervice of your 
family, many of whom have been 


rooted there even before you ſaw the 


light—if, like Adelaide, you deſerve 
their warm, honeſt, faithful attach- 
ment—if you have her feelings, her 
tenderneſs, her humility, think what 
muſt have been the fluttering pertur- 
bations of her heart, when on ſtep- 
ping from the coach, ſupported by 
the arm of Montague, ſhe was 

received 
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received by all her mother's ſer- 
vants, kneeling on each fide of the 
ſteps by which ſhe muſt, paſs—all 
but the good Grantley, who had ven- 
tured nearer, and felt herſelf fond- 
ly embraced in the arms of her 
young miſtreſs, the moment ſhe Was 
freed from the carriage either of 
them ſpoke; for, though grief has 
the privilege of many words, poor 
joy is often forced to be ſilent for 
want of them. She ruſhed through 
the other ſervants, ſaying, as ſhe 
paſſed, Thank you! thank you, my 
kind friends ! J have not yet ſeen my 
mother: when I have ſeen my mo- 


ther, I will ſpeak to you all. 


G 2 CHAP. 


EA * = — 2222 4 — nc _ As — = — 
— = —  — - * _ — 
* * 8 — — * A 2 221 = — 
. - 


EK. 


EATS 
—y— S 


— 
— 


—— — 
—— 


124 THE PACKET: 


CHAP. VII. 


What a phyfician will allow, and what he vill 
not allow — A picture at full length—How 
many of her days a young lady may ſacrifice to 
Duty, without robbing Love of his proportion in 
Her fate Love hypochondriacal, or the child of 
imagination Bad news— Uſeleſs ſaints, and a 
ſudden longing after ſolitude. 


Sis WILLIAM and Miſs Davenport 
had not moved from the bed-ſide of 
Lady Gertrude, though her ſleep 
continued calm and unbroken : but 
the phyſician thought, that, under 
*he care of two nurſes fo attentive to 


the repoſe of his patient, his own 
preſence 
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preſence during her ſlumber might 
be diſpenſed with, ſo ſtole out of the 
room, and walked quietly down ſtairs; 
perhaps to enquire how long it would 
be to dinner, being already more than 
an hour paſt his time. Sorrow and 
faſting, he would allow, were reaſon- 
able companions; but ſcarcity and 
happineſs, he thought, were not ſo 
well aſſorted. 


In the hall he was met by the 
party from the parſonage, juſt as they 
came out of the carriage—when at the 
ſight of Miſs Montreville, living, well, 
and under her own roof, a ſentiment 
of joy baniſhed every idea of feaſting 
on any food leſs ztherial than its own 
eſſence, or, more properly, its own 
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quinteſſence, from the humane mind 
of the friendly doctor. — Dear Sir ! 
cried Adelaide, ſpeak to me of mam- 
ma! my fond, ſuffering, heart-broken 
mamma !—Will you hold me any 
longer in this agony of expeQation ? 
Now ! now ! dear doctor! this mo- 
ment let me ſee her, or I have only 
ſurvived | in Savoy to yield up my 
Breath on this ſpot, —For God's fake, 
let her be indulged, cried Montague, 
before the judge, who was to decide 
on the queſtion, had formed an an- 


Twer to the impetuous petition of 
Adelaide. — He pauſed — What do 


you'think of this requeſt ? ſaid Mr, 
Armatage: If there is danger, it mult 
not be granted. But conſider her 


is b rejoined his eſtimable 
| wife; — 
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wife; — obſerve her paleneſs; ſee 
how the trembles; — and if it can be 
done A bers 


It can certainly be done, ſaid the 
doctor, interrupting her, and taking 
up her laſt words; but it muſt be 
done with diſcretion, and in my own 
way, or I will not anſwer for the con- 
ſequences. He ſpoke thus decidedly, 
to put his energetic petitioner on 
her guard, both for her own ſake and 
her mother's, when they ſhould be 
preſented to each other, that the 
ſtrength of her filial paſſions being 
reſtrained by fear, might not be too 
violent for their weak and ſhattered 
remains of mortality to ſupport the 
conflict. Yes, ſaid he, you hall ſee 

G 4 your 
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your mother as ſhe ſleeps - there is 
yet no fear of her waking - but when 
you have ſeen her, you muſt, my dear 
young lady, hide yourſelf behind her 
curtains till ſhe calls for you— on that 
occaſion I ſhall have the honour to 
be the Sir Clement Cottrell ; and if 
you do not behave very well when 
I preſent you to her if you do not 
correct this too great ſenſibility—if 
you do not reſtrain theſe beautiful, 
but injurious effuſions of nature—de- 
pend on it I ſhall interdi& your fu- 
ture meetings, till you have both 
learnt to be leſs celeſtial, and more 


like your fellow-creatures. 


ot 
b 
* 
4 
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To this converfation ſhe moft 
readily liſtened, becauſe it paſſed as 
he 
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he conducted her towards the apart- 
ment of her mother, which to gain 
one hour ſooner than caution might 
have dictated, ſhe would have ſacri- 


ſiced all thoſe days of her life which 
were not to be paſſed in the ſociety 
of her dear and faithful Montague; 
nor would the date of her life have been 
much ſhortened by to partial a ſaeri- 


fice. She alſo promiſed obedience 
to all his injunctions; and if the failed 


in the performance of that promiſe, 


I would not that it ſhould be called 


a fault, but a caſualty. o 


Tur doctor would let nobody en- 


ter with them, for fear of diſturbing 
Lady Gertrude, whoſe fleep at this. 


moment was of more confequence; 


G5 than 
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than it had yet been. The Arma- 
tages and Mrs. Davenport went into 
tlie next room, where the leaſt ſound 
could reach them from the bed- 
chamber { but Montague thought he 
was in a nearer road to information 
juſt without that door where he had 
preſſed to his lips the hands of his 
charmèr, and through which ſhe had 
entered. Here then he took up 
his ſtation; his attention ſtrained, his 
limbs trembling, and his heart pal- 
Pitating at every ſound, for which 
he was induſtrious to account by ſup- 
| poſing her to be fainting, in hyſterics, 
or ſome ſuch misfortune. But had 
he been permitted to have opened 
the door, for the better regulation of 
his ideas, he would have ſeen the 
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moſt beautiful of her ſex in the,moſt 
beautiful of all poſſible / poſitions — 
calm as Mercy, , glowing. as Spring, 
bending over the parent of her ido- 
latry—her lovely haze! eyes, ſwim- 
ming in liquid rapture, faſtened on 
the deareſt of her earthly treaſures 
her lovely hands, whiter and ſofter 
than the down of ſwans, folded to- 
gether, and accompanied by, the fer- 
vent thoughts of her heart aſpiring 
to heaven—her muſlin robe, which 
might have become the ſtatue of 
Purity the ſtill whiter hue of ber 
natural complexion, brightened by 
the warm ſuffuſion of every gra- 
tified ſenſation che profuſion of nut- 
brown hair, that in the attitude of 
ſtooping fell upon her boſom, and in 

G6 { part 
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part ſhaded her. face, adding grace 
to beauty, and negligence to grace, 
the only ſhade in the world which a 
painter would have permitted to 
ade a countenance ſo brilliant 
in ſentiment, ſo refined * _ 
—_ : | 


Tas doctor had laid his finger on 
his lips, as a ſignal of ſilence to Sir 
William and Miſs Davenport, when 
the angel Adelaide glided, like one of 
thoſe imagmary beings which are 
commonly called ſupernatural, to the 


bedſide of her mother, where at firſt 


fe gently dropped on her knees: 
but the doctor, who was near her, 
ſilently fignified his diſapprobation, 
by lifting her up; after which, with- 

_ Ros out 
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out noticing any other object than 
her mother, ſhe put herſelf, or rather 
nature placed her, in the exact po- 
ſition 1 have been 1 to . | 
fcribe. a | 8 bod! 


TwENTY minutes did ſhe main- 
tain this poſition without moving, 
almoſt without breathing, for fear' of 
being forced to quit the rich repaſt 
on which her affections feaſted; and 
in that twenty minutes did the per- 
turbated Montague fancy he had 
twenty times heard her fall to the 
ground, ſigh, groan, even ſob, as if 
ſhe had been weeping bitterly; as 
often dic he take the lock in his 
hand, though a forbidden gueſt, that 
he might fly to ſupport, to ſooth 
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her—and let it go again, on convin- 
-cing himſelf, by laying his ear cloſer 
to the door, that he muſt have 
been deceived, all then ſee ning to 
beſpeak a ſolemn ſtillneſs - and even 
this appearance had ſomething in it 
that was almoſt horrible to a mind ſo 
agitated. 


WulLse Sir William and Emeline 
watched the motionleſs Adelaide, 
(with what love, with what fervency 
did they watch every turn of her 
countenance!) Lady Gertrude mov- 
ed; and the regulator of Miſs Mon- 
treville's emotions withdrew her 
gently from the ſtation ſhe occupied, 
and made her fit down behind the 
curtain, that ſhe might not be the 
„„ very 
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very firſt object for her mother's 
eyes to fix on, when ſhe ſhould firſt 
open thema criſis which he now 
every moment expected nor was 


it many minutes before it hap- 


pened. 


SHE opened them with a ſigh; 
and her head being perhaps, at the 


inſtant of ' waking, not quite clear 
from the common effects of the drug 


ſhe had taken, feeling, as ſhe did, 
her hand held faſt in Emeline's, ſhe 
cried out, Oh, merciful God! is it 
you, Adelaide? The doctor, who had 
ſeen and admired how well ſhe could 
behave, gave her a hint: half a one 
would have done, though fear ſtill 


wage her to be cautious: ſinking ; 


down, 
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down, ſhe ſlid cloſe to the fide of 


her mother's bed, and letting her 


face fall on the boſom of that beloved 
parent, in broken and whiſpering ac- 
cents tried to ſay — Les, I am here, 
mamma—it is your Adelaide — your 


Own — 


SILENCE the moſt awtul, the moſt 


intereſting, the moſt pathetic, that a 
variety of delightful ſenſations ever 
produced, interrupted the progreſs 
of expreſſion, and ſeveral minutes 
they continued ſtrained in the arms 
of each other, without any other 
ſymptom of exiſtence except what 
diſcharged itſelf from their eyes in 
ſoft and plentiful ſhowers of tear- 
created gladneſs a remedy for hearts 

| £00 
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too full of exquiſite bliſs, highly ap- 
proved by the doctor, whoſe ſkill 
was not confined to the 'body only, 
but extended to the mind alſo. © 


A NOVEL. 137 | 
| 
| 


WaHreRe, where is Montague ?— 
were the firſt words uttered by Lady 1 
Gertrude, They reached the ear of | 
Montague —who, on hearing the | 
voice of Adelaide, had, unſeen, en- 
tered the apartment, and — But | 
[ will not ſay another word there 
are certain ſcenes much better ima- 
gined than deſcribed, and this ! is one 
of n | 09-4 


WHEN there happens to be only 
one capital houſe in a country vil 
Ty ; ö | 

lage, particularly if the inhabitants | 
are f 
| 

| 

| 
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are beloved by their humble neigh- 
bours, as the Montrevilles were, every 
thing of bad or good that betides them 
becomes a general concern, A fu- 
neral from the great houſe is follow- 
ed by as many ſincere mourners as 
there are dwellers in its vicinity; 
becauſe I will ſuppoſe there are none 
amongſt them who have not been 
eſſentially indebted to the deceaſed, 
for endearing acts of kindneſs, hoſ- 
pitality, benevolence, or charity. A 
marriage, a birth, or a chriſtening, in 
the ſame great houſe, is proclaimed 


_ feſtival, and celebrated with tokens 


of joy by the ſame multitude ; but 
what is a marriage, a birth, or a 
chriſtening, when compared to a re- 

ſurrection 
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ſurrection the reſurrection of ſo di- 
vine a being as Adelaide! The pa- 
riſh ſteeple announced it — bonfires 
ſpread their flames far and wide to 
proclaim it — the old hobbled on 
crutches, to ſhare the bleſſed news 
with their ſick neighbour—all that 
had legs ran on the errand of joy—all 


that had eyes wept out their meſſage 


before their tongue could repeat it ! 


MRs. Jaquitine VERNON was 


not the laſt to whom report conveyed 
the ſound of this miraculous event— 
but ſhe was the very firſt who receiv- 
ed it ungracioully, 


SITTING in the bar af her hotel, 
the 


— — — — — —— - = — 
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the ſame ſmith, to whom ſhe was 
fo lately an obje& of terror, now 
ruſhed fearleſs into her ſerene pre- 
ſence, and aſked her, as faſt as he 
could utter, if ſhe had ſeen any thing 
of Jack Williams and Tim Trot ? He 
had been every where to look for 
them, and the devil a bell could be 
rung till they were found, 


AND pray, Maſter Tarniſh, what 
makes you in ſuch a hurry to ſt 
the bells a-ringing ? are any of our 
neighbours married this morning: 


3 * 


Zou xps, Madam! what, han't 
you heard the good news? toſſing his 
bat in the air and catching it again; 

> | by 
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by G » Madam Vernon, our 
Lady's fine daughter is alive—ſhe 
never was dead—though I helped 
to carry her down to the vault—Miſs 
Montreville her own ſelf is now at 
the caſtle with my Lady, and rot me 


if I ſtrike a ſtroke with my hammer 
theſe two days! 


He had already ſtruck a ſtroke 


which nearly felled the ſteady- minded 


Mrs. Vernon equal with the earth, 
from whence her delicate particles 
of mortality were extradted: but he 
did not ſtay to look at his work when 


finiſhed ; indeed it was not complete- 


ly finiſhed even after he went away; 


for, though . and very much 
ſhocked, 


142 THE PACKET: 


ſhocked, ſhe was too good a politician 
to diſcard her ſenſes when ſhe ſtooe 
moſt in need of their cool and free 
counſel. She placed, as her repreſen- 
tative, a female ſervant at the bar, 
and retired to deliberate on conſe- 

quences, ſeeking for this ſalutary pur- 
poſe the moſt ſecret haunts of ſoli- 
tude, and found it in a little dark 
cloſet which ſhe named her chapel; 
but though hung round with pictures 
of ſaints, ſhe ſuffered them to decay 
againſt the damp walls without en- 
quiring into their condition, or ever 
troubling them with a ſingle petition; 
and if a perſon ſeldom aſks, they 
have a ſort of right to ſuppoſe that 


they will be heard when they do aſk. 
To 
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To this convenient hole for medita- 
tion I am going to conduct you, 
where you ſhall hear whatever ſhe 
ſays to her ſaints, or whatever ſhe 
ejaculates to herſelf, 


a — — — — — 
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CHAP. VIII. 


Immoveable Saint. Agreeable cogitations —D;/. 
agreeable interruption — Diſagreeable refleFions 


© —Agreeatle compromiſe—Generoſity in a land- 


lord — Submiſſi ve landlady, and notable houſe 


17 
201, e. 


IxsT EAD of falling down at the 
feet of her ſaints, Mrs. Vernon placed 
herſelf very much at her eaſe in a 
ſoft chair, which ſhe had brought 


long ago into her chapel, that it 


might be out of the way, being in a 
very infirm ſtate, though yet equal to 


ſuſtain her little weight. One of her 


„ ay 
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very ſharp elbows fixed itſelf on a 
ſmall table, which, had made its en- 
trance there for the ſame reaſon its 


old friend and companion, the worm 


devoured chair, had been brought 
into this ſanctum ſanctorum: from 
the elbow, by a ſhort aſcent, a red 
ſcraggy hand roſe perpendicular, and 
offered a pillow of repoſe to the 
ſallow cheek of its merely {kin-co- 
vered miſtreſs ; whilſt her little ſharp 


grey eyes were fixed, not on the 


ſaints that hung around her, but on a 
bundle of letters which ſhe had juſt 
drawn from her pocket. 


SOME of them ſhe threw by as un- 
worthy her attention, others ſhe read 
with avidity; one, in particular, ſhe 
Vol. IV. H \, honoured 
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honoured with a ſecond and a third 
-peruſal ; and having ſo done, broke 
her own mind to her own ſelf in the 
following rhapſody:— 


A HUNDRED a year for my life! 
to Jacques and Jacquiline Piedmont, 
for their lives, fifty ; provided the 
ſmu ggling buſineſs is never detected! 
It reads well but that deviliſh pro- 
viſo. If Mits Montreville has 
made her eſcape, there's an end at 
once of our harveſt, and inſtead of 
golden collars we may find our necks 
in hempen halters! 


Here pauſed the fair penitent — 
it was too much, even in idea, to 
. ofee 
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ſee herſelf, her father and her mother, 
all ſwinging on a gibbet ſhe wiped 
away a tear, and cried out, Bleſſed 
ſaints! how is this terrible fate to be 


avoided ? —The ſaints on whom ſhe. 


called, either offended at her former 
neglect, or otherwiſe engaged, made 
her no anſwer, but ſtuck cloſe to the 
mildewed wall; nor did ſhe expect 
that they would come forward to her 
aſſiſtance : fo not relying on them 
for ſupernatural aid, ſhe thought it 
beſt to depend on her own fertile in- 
vention for ſalvation. 


Nosopy, faid ſhe, can poſſibly 
ſuppoſe that I have had any hand in 
this ' wicked buſineſs — the loſs of 
the packet having conveniently with. 

L H 2 drawn 
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drawn from her memory—and no- 


thing hinders me, if I have a mind, 


to ſet out directly to tell Madam 
Johnſon the unlucky accident: but 
then, what good will ſhe be ever 
able to do me aiterwards?—for if ſhe 
is not hanged, ſhe mult go out of the 
country, and can never ſhew her face 
in it again as long as ſhe lives; ſo that 
I don't know which of the two would 
be the worſt for my intereſt, her ex- 
ecution or her baniſhment. — Beſides, 


Madam is ſo paſſionate, when any 


thing does not go the way it ſhould 


go, that ſhe may do me a miſchief.— 


When I helped my old lady to make 
her will, ſhe had like to have killed 
me in her rage — and ſure enough 
ſhe would murder me now if I was 

to 
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to ſet off poſt and carry her the bad 
Another pauſe—and ano- 


news. 


Ma. Mor rAGURE DAVvgN PORT 
is the moſt tender-hearted young gen- 
tleman that ever was born, and he is 
my friend, as he aſſured me this very 
morning, for my attachment to Miſs 
Montreville; and if I keep my own 
ſecret, I may find as good a protector 
in him as in Madam Johnſon, go 
when ſhe will or where ſhe will; 
for it would be downright” ſhocking 
if ſhe was to tell the hand I have had 
in it, when the telling it would do: 
herſelf K0 _— 


Heu a gentle tap at the door 
21 ſtopped 
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ſtopped the current of her local me- 
ditations—it was only her huſband, 
to aſk if ſhe could change à ten 
pound note for a good cuſtomer; and 
a good cuſtomer, being amongſt many 
other good things of which ſhe 
knew the value, though loth to be 
diſturbed, ſhe would by no means 
diſoblige - ſo went with Mr. Vernon 
into the next room, where the money 
was kept; and whilſt ſhe counted it 
out, he amuſed her in talking of the 
great diſcovery that had been made, 
and how Miſs Montreville's priſon 
was found out by the parſon, by 
means of the very packet which Mrs. 
Johnſon had loſt whilſt ſhe was ſtay- 
ing at the Montreville Arms; adding 
to this intelligence many coarſe and 
oppro- 
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46 


opprobrious epithets, of which Mrs. 
Johnſon was worthy, but which at 
the ſame time made the wife of his- 
boſom tremble for her own ſafety... 


Four muſt that wind be which 
does not fit the tide of fortune in- 
ſome quarter or other; and that blaſt 
which overſet the whole cargo of Mrs. 
Vernon's aſſuranoe, brought to her ac 
toniſhed huſband a freightage of kind 
condeſcenſion from a coaſt ſo unfer- 
tile, and from a correſpondent ho 
had never given him reaſon to ex- 
pect it, that he was hardly perſuaded 
to believe the compliment was really 
intended for himſelf. Run, my dear 
love, ſaid ſhe, give the man his money 
as-faft as you can; and then, my life, 
H 4. come 
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come back to me, J have a ſecret to 
repoſe in your affectionate boſom 
that very much diſturbs me: you are 
my only, my dear friend; and if I 
did not ſeek for comfort in your con- 
fidence, where on earth ſhould I find 
it?——Vernon was a good-natured 
imple fellow; he laughed in his 
ſleeve at her tragedy countenance, 
and promiſed to do all that was re- 
quired of him. 


WALKING about, beating - her 
breaſt, and almoſt tearing her hair 
with vexation, ſhe waited the return 
of her dear, her only friend; though 
a friendſhip ſo newly entered, into 
one might ſuppoſe could not carry 
much gromye in its aſpect. But 

whoever 
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whoever. had imagined ſo, would 
have been miſtaken; for when ſhe 
told her crimes abi her troubles — 
when ſhe aſked his pardon and 
advice, he generoufly told her, if 
he would go with him to the 
caſtle and make a full confeſſion to 
Sir William, he was ready to forgive. 
and forget; but till ſhe had done this 
juſtice to herſelf and the Montreville 
family, he ſhould think her repent-- 
ance not worth a ruth candle, and as 
eaſily put out. 


Evan thing the huſband demand- 
ed the ſubtle wife readily agreed to 
perform, without doing her own de- 
licate or private opinions the leaſt 

e II 5 Violence, 
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violence, he having fallen into tlie 


very trap ſhe had ſet to catch him.— 
Since this Machiavel had heard of 


the packet being found, in which 


her part of the iniquitous project 


was but too fully explained, her 
ready wit could furniſh no better 
mode to fave her from public ſhame 
than that of a private and ample con- 
feſſion to the injured parties not 
ſo much of her own as of Mrs. John- 
ſon's guilt; for, by loading her hea- 
vily, ſhe hoped to move the lighter 


under her own burthen: but then it 


appeared ſo neceſſary that in making 
this confeſſion ſhe ſhould be ſupport- 


ed by the preſence of her huſband, 


that, to attain her ends, the waſte of 


ſweets was not conſidered, whilſt ſhe 


was ſugaring him to her purpoſe. 
HAvING | 
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HaviNG talked the whole affair 
over and over again, though his for- 
giveneſs was ſometimes mixed with 
reproaches, they concluded, that the 
next morning would be the proper 
time to lay every thing before Sir 
William. And this evening, to ſhew 
that we rejoice, ſaid he, with the reſt 
of the neighbours, and to give the 
family a good. impreſſion of our loy- 
alty, let us throw away a hogſhead 
of our beſt cyder to their good healths, 
and the proſperity of Miſs Montre- 
ville, who, I have heard ſay, is one 
of the beſt and moſt beautiful young 
ladies in the land. Ah Jacq, Jacq ! 
added he, how could you treat her 
ſo baſely? | 
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Tus cyder ſcheme was highly ap- 
proved by the lady; but to his laſt 
obſervation, which was not quite ſo 


well reliſhed, ſhe only replied, that 


what was done could not be undone ; 
but that if it was to do, ſhe would 
not be the perſon to do it again. 
This ſpeech, in the eyes of her ca- 


joled but honeft huſband, was looked 


upon an equal act of penitence as 


if ſhe had put on ſackcloth and aſhes 


he gave her a cordial ſalute, and they 
went down together to add a large 
piece of beef to the hogſhead of cyder, 
to do the thing handſome. 


CAN you perceive, reader, why I 
have taken you from the great houſe 
and carried you to the Montreville 

Arms, 
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Arms, ſtealing you from company you 
muſt like, and forcing you into com- 
pany you cannot approve? | had no 
other motive in the world for ſo ex- 
traordinary a manceuvre, but that of. 
a good houſewife, who. may ſome- 
times wiſh to get rid of her gueſts, 
that in their abſence ſhe may {weep- 
her houſe, and refit it for their re-- 
ception by the time they return to it 
again. Now, in the ſhort excurſion- 
you have made to Mrs. Vernon's- 
chapel, I have found an opportunity 
to ſweep out of the caſtle all the tears, 
ſighs, groans, faintings, ſmelling bot- 
tles, and rugged ſentences, that muſt 
have very much incommoded your 
ſenſes, had I invited you to return 


before. 


* 
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before they were all toſſed out. Of 
theſe elegant extracts from the book 
of ſympathy, joy only, eloquent, pure, 
unadulterated joy, now remains 
joy that can ſpeak for itſelf, and is 
ſtanding tip-toe at the door to bid 


you weleome. 
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CHAP. IX, 


Enchantments== Enchanted perſonages — Victories 
and counter viftories—TImpoſfubility of carving 
with one hand Mortality - beatified—Ruſtio - 
jollity—4 flranger, and a ftrange meſſage. 


In times ancient and fabulous, when 
the world was ſuppoſed to be go- 
verned by good and evil genii, it was 
no uncommon thing to read of pa- 
laces transformed into dungeons, and 
of dungeons turned into palaces : 
but in theſe times of enlightened 
rationality a tranſition more lively 
or more ſudden is no where to be 

| wb 
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met with than that which in a very 
tew hours happened at the caſtle. 


Tu enchanted lady of this calle 
and her eſquire, the lovelorn Mon- 
tague, being made priſoners by the 
tyrant Grief, ſighed away their very 
exiſtence in his language fed on his 
food ſaw with his eyes, and ſaw 
that all about them was gloom — 
heard with his ears, and heard no- 
thing but the ſounds of real or ima- 
ginary ſadneſs.— The lady of the 
cavern arrives to their reſcue.— The 
face of every thing animate or inani- 
mate changes at her appearance. 
Grief is taken captive in his turn, 
and ſent into perpetual baniſhment; 
wks in after. times releaſed: by a 

A. youth. 
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youth as miſerable and as conſtant 
as Montague, who might chooſe to 
dwell with him on terms of amity; 
and ſuch a champion I hope will 


never fall in his way. The language 


of joy only could now be heard or 
_ underſtood —Cheerful Serenity wait- 
ed at the feſtive board; and Felicity 
ipread it with her choiceſt viands.— 
Thoſe taliſmans which in the ſtern 


reign of Grief—thoſe mementoes of 
beauty and genius heretofore avoided, 
or looked at with horror by thoſe 
who had no ſight except what their 


tyrant forced upon them; theſe love- 
ly pictures, theſe elegant pieces of 


pencil and needlework which the 
very ſervants were wont to paſs by 
banging. their heads with ſorrow, - 


Were 
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were now viſited with repture, and 
Lady Gertrude herſelf would ſtop. 
at every one of them to-point out a 
thouſand new charms, which ſhe 
- fancied had never been obſerved be- 
fore — Every hearth blazed with 


cheerful-fres—lamps and candles il- 


luminated thoſe late neglected apart-- 
ments which neceſſity did not oblige 
them to occupy, till now excluded 
by day from the ſun's pleaſant vifita- 
tion, whoſe fierceſt beams could not 
penetrate the ſhutters, which for 
want of ſpirit, or inclination, the 
domeſtics ſeldom opened and where 
no fire nor candle diſſipated the 
gloom of night's heavy approach 
where no ſound was heard but that 
of deſpondency hardly above the 

note 
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note of deſpair, when not pervaded 
by a chilling ſtillneſs: it was here 
that the voice of muſic now found 
its way here the fingers of ant- 
mated beauty flew ſwiftly over the 
long ſilenced keys of the harpſichord ; 
and here, as Emeline made them 
vibrate to her touch, Lady Gertrude, 
ſurrounded by her children and her 
friends, felt the irritation of her ſpi- 
rits yielding to the powers of har- 
mony—a ſeducing ftratagem of her 
mental phyſician, not to leſſen, but 
to meliorate her tranſports, 


Tux ſhock of joy ſhe ſuſtained at 
the preſence of Adelaide very ſoon 
diſſipated all the remaining effects of 
the compoſing draught: ſhe aroſe. 

from 
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from her bed with the alacrity of 


youth, and the vigour of health; 


and, though flurried to an extreme 
degree, no arguments were ſtrong 
enough to contend againſt her 
ſtronger determination of petting 
up, and uniting her own felicity 
with that of her family circle: ſhe 
had ſeen, embraced, and bleſſed, 
every one of them ſepgrately before 
ſhe attempted to riſe. Oh ! in what 
an agony of gratitude did ſhe expreſs 
her thanks to God for this great 
bleſſing, and to the Armatages, as 
being the agents of his divine mercy! 
It was the only relief her full heart 
could be ſenſible of; ſhe indulged in 
it even to luxury; and "afterwards 


e at the table with much more 
2 compoſure 
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compoſure than might have been 
expected. 


SHE did not carve indeed How 
could ſhe carve, witu one hand only 
at liberty ? - Adelaide held the other, 
and carried that other to her lips 


ſixty times in as many minutes. 
Every body had a tongue, eyes, and 
ears of their own, but theſe three 
ſenſes were the willing ſlaves of ano- 
ther. Adelaide was the ſubject of 
all that was ſaid Adelaide was the 
ſubject of all that was looked - Ade- 
laide ſpoke; and if an angel would 
have ſtolen attention from her, he 
would not have ſucceeded. If any 
body had a claim to ſhare theſe ho- 
nours with Adelaide, it was Monta- 

gue. 
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gue. His reſurrection ſeemed as in- 
diſputable as her own, Something 
like that great change which we all 
hope and expect will be ours at the 
laſt day, already appeared to have 
been the fate of Montague, and that 
in the twinkling of an eye he had 
laid down mortality and put on im- 
mortality. 


O the evening of this memorable 
day joy was ſo generally diffuſed 
through the village of Worthenton, 
chat, though the cellar-doors were 
thrown open at the caſtle, yet every 
honeſt cottager was ſo mad to pur- 
ſue it after his own mode, that the 
doors were almoſt opened in vain; 


a few ſtragglers only came to partake 
| of 
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of tlie treaſures of thoſe excellent 
cellars. Ringing, illuminations, bon- 
fires, and noify mirth, the latter of 
which their reſpe& for Lady Ger- 
trude would not let them bring too 
near for fear of breaking her reſt, 
determined them to ſtay where they 
were, with now and then, as a re- 
laxation from the labours of their 
enjoyment, a trip to the Montreville 
Arms, where they were nobly regaled 
by the honeſt landlord and his deareſt 
life, who hoped by this liberal atone- 
ment her ſentence would be ſoftened 
when ſhe came the next morning 
upon her trial. | | 


DvrING the hurricane of this 
ruſtic n when the tower almoſt 
0 rocked, 
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rocked, from the exeriions of thoſe 


who were reſolved to make the ſound 


of the bells proclaim as loud as they 
could the gladneſs of their own 
hearts—when the village ſeemed in 
a blaze, and a ſquib or a rocket came 
hiſling from the hand of every urchin 
who could find no better employ- 
ment—when Mrs. Jacquiline Ver- 
non had filled a glaſs of punch, and 
was drinking in the midſt of her 
numerous gueſts to the very good 
health of Miſs Montreville, a perſon 
well mounted rode at a pretty round 
pace up to the door, where he 

alighted, and, leaving his horſe to 
the landlord's care, filently followed 
the landlady, who, having formed 


no very high opinion of his pre- 
tenſions, 
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tenfions, from obſerving there was 
no attendant in the rear, would have 
conducted him to the bar, which was 
already ſo full that it could ill bear 
any addition to its contents; but he 
fruſtrated her intentions, by deſiring, 
however ſmall the dimenſions, he 
might have a room to himſelf, and 
that ſhe would procure him a meſ- 
ſenger as faſt as ſhe could, —Was it 
far that he wanted to ſend him ? ſhe 
aſked ; or would a horſe as well as a 
man be required?—No, he replied 
it was but a ſtep he had occaſion to 
ſend him : adding, Make baſte ! for 
my buſineſs is urgent. 


Suk civilly told him it ſhould be 
done ; but muttered, when out of 
Vol. IV. 1 | his 
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his hearing, Marry, come up ! I think 


you might ſpeak with more manners 


to your ſuperiors! 


IT was a more difficult matter to 
procure a meſſenger on ſuch a night 
as this than ſhe imagined : one would 
not go; another could not go; and 
at laſt ſhe was forced to deſire her 
huſband to take the office of Mer- 
cury on himſelf, telling him that if 


it was only to the next door, he very 
well knew how to make it pay.— 


Though in the main an honeſt man, 
he, as. other honeſt men may be, was 
favourable to his own' intereſt ; and 
taking the hint his wife had given 
him, he went in to the ſtranger, aſ- 
ſuring him, with due gravity, that 

on 
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on ſuch a night of general rejoicing, 
he could procure no meſſenger who 
would ſtep out of his way for leſs 
than five ſhillings— He allowed it to 
be more than enough; and all he 
could ſay for the exorbitant demand 
was, that the poor valued their plea- 
ſures as much as the rich. 


THE perſon to whom this demand. 
and apology were addreſſed drew 
out his purſe, and, having paid down 
the five ſhillings, aſked Vernon the 
cauſe of this extraordinary rejoicing ; 
and, as he explained it, both the diſ- 
covery and the return of Miſs Mon- 
treville ſeemed to affect the ſtranger 
with as great joy as the relater him- 
ſelf, or any of his colleagues. The 

I 2 meſlage 


| 
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meſſage he had to diſpatch was to 


Sir William Let him be told, ſaid 


he, that there is at your houſe a 


- gentleman who wiſhes to ſhake him 


by the hand, and whoſe buſineſs with 
him is of the utmoſt importance. 


THE landlord's opinion being by 


this time totally reverſed as to the 


dignity of his unknown gueſt, aſked, 
if his honour had not better ſet it 
down in writing, as it was late, the 
evening coldiſh, and the family ſo 
Joyful that perhaps Sir William 
might not chooſe to come away, un- 
leſs he knew who it was that deſired 
his company? | 


THERE is no occaſion for the 
caution 


A NOVEL. 173 


caution you ſuppoſe neceſſary, replied 
the other; a liberal- minded man will 
not refuſe the requeſt of a ſtranger, 
though his name may be withheld. 
The landlord was ſatisfied, and, with 
a low bow, promiſed his honour that 
he might be ſure of an anſwer in 
twenty minutes. 


A MESSAGE ſo odd, and at ſuch 
an hour, for it was delivered juſt as 
the family at the caſtle/ were ſitting 
down to ſupper, did not fail to en- 
gage more than common attention. 
Some debating enſued whether the 
requeſt was or was not to be com- 
plied with : but amongſt the number 
of diſputants, Sir William Montre- 
ville remained filent ; becauſe, with 

I'3 him, 
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him, it did not admit of a moment's 


| helitation to decide the queſtion, 


He bade the landlord return, and pre- 
ſent his compliments to the gentle- 
man, and ſay, that he ſhould have 
the honour to receive his commands 
in leſs than half an hour. Indeed he 
would have. gone that inſtant, if a 
cloud- of apprehenſion on the face of 
his mother, and a bluſh of terror on 
the cheek of his miſtreſs, had not im- 
peded his haſte to take himſelf off 
before he had reconciled them to the 
motive of his abſence, 

TRE argument he uſed to accom 
pliſh this great work was as ſhort as 


he could make it. —Conſider for a 


moment, ſaid he, the nature of this 


meſſage. If the perion who {ent it 
had 
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had nct been my friend, he would 
not have ſaid he wiſhed to ſhake me 
by the hand- if he had not been diſ- 
agreeably circumſtanced, he would 
not have concealed his name and 
if his dilemma was of any but the 
moſt ſerious nature to himſelf, he 
would have waited till the morning 
before he had ſent to me. — Though 
ſhort his reaſons, they were alſo per- 
ſuaſive, and he was at the Montre- 
ville Arms within a very few minutes 
after the meſſenger. 


14 CHAP. 
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H AP. KX. 


A magdalen—A fine gentleman—A meeting of 
Friends Declarat ian Advice — Determination 
A bell—4 horſe—4 walk— A preſentation 
A hiſtory begun that does not appear — And 

a book in embryo. | 


Sis William, in his wayto the room 
occupied by his unknown friend, felt 
all his warm blood in motion at the 
ſight of Mrs. Jacquiline Vernon; 
who, though ſhe ſtood in the attitude 
of a magdalen, with a taper in her 
hand, and her penitent eyes caſt on 
the ground, brought afreſh to his 

mind 
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mind all the ſufferings of his precious 
ſiſter, in which ſhe had been a con- 
federate; and made him ruſh by her 
with an impetuoſity of diſguſt, that 
gave her no very flattering prognoſtic 
of the reception ſne would meet with 
when ſhe carried all her bundle of 
crimes, and laid them at the foot- 
ſtool of his grace and mercy. But 
where puniſhment is certain in one 
caſe, and pardon poflible in another, 
ſhe was not the woman to relinquiſh 
a poſſible good for a certain evil. 


ANGELS and miniſters of grace ! 
cried Sir William — Fitzhenry! can 
it be you—Lord Fitzhenry ? 


Huſh! dear Montreville! Neither 
15 my 
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my name nor my title muſt be called 
upon am Jack Robertſon at pre- 
ſent, or any body elſe but myſelf.— 
The truth is, I am an unfortunate 
wanderer — Yet bleſſed chance has 
brought me to the only ſpot under 
heaven, where, in the joy of my 
friends, I may poſſibly forget part of 
my own misfortunes, 


WHATZEVER is your fituation, 
why is it that I ſee you firſt in this 
houſe, and not at my own? 


THERE are reaſons, replied Lord 
Fitzhenry, and you ſhall know, them 
in time. But now, my warm-hearted 
friend, let me ſhare with you that 
joy which is almoſt too much for 

myſelf. 
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myſelf.— Who would have thought, 
when I travelled with you from 
Dover, that the ſiſter you ſo bitterly 
lamented —the dear, lovely Adelaide, 
was ſtill living, and that ſhe would 
be again re-united to her family? 
Who would have thought, I lay — Ha! 
how kind can Fortune be when ſhe 
pleaſes, and how cruelly the reverſe 
when ſhe pleaſes not ! 


You are drawing me, faid Sir 
William, into the moſt rapturous of 
all ſubjects the reſtoration of that 
beloved girl: but we will lay it aſide 
for the remainder of this interview; 
for there is another in which I am 
equally intereſted, and leſs informed. 


I know that Adelaide is with us. I 
| I 6 have. 
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have no fears that we ſhall ever loſe 
her again: but I do not know what 
is the nature of your diſtreſſes, and 
ſhall have a thouſand fears till you 
have imparted them to me. If my 
counſel, my arm, or my fortune, can 
extricate you out of them— think, 
that by commanding them you ho- 
nour me, by refuſing them you inſult 
me. 


ONE of them I freely accept, re- 
plied Lord Fitzhenry, and would do 
ſo by the whole if I had occaſion 
for them: but your arm can do me 
no good, I have made too much uſe 
of my own already; and as to your 
fortune, all the ſervice I now have for 
money 1s to ſecure me an aſylum in 

the 
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the remoteſt corner of your neigh- 
bourhood, and for that my own 


finances are more than ſufficiently 
adequate. 


Goop God! do not ſpeak in 
parables; let me underſtand you 
plainly.— You have made too much 
uſe of your own arm!— a corner in 
my neighbourhood! and not take up 
your reſidence with me, who am the 
trueſt, the moſt inviolable of your 
friends! 


I xNow it well, ſaid his lordſhip— 
then pauſed — but zealous as you 
are, I will not look upon your inno- 
cent family, or my own, which now 
makes a part of yours, till my fate is 


more 
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more certain, I am a pilgrim, Wil. 
liam, branded by ingratitude, and 
ſtained with blood. 


SIR William's hair almoſt ſtood 
erect, yet he concealed his emotions 
as well as he was able; and, taking 
hold of his hand, cried out in the 
moſt ſoothing tones, This ſeverity on 
yourſelf is too cruel to him who 
loves you as a brother ! I cannot 
hear it with patience. However you 
may have been unfortunate, I am ſure 
you are not guilty. The errors of 
inadvertency, and the crimes of pre- 
meditation, bear no analogy to each 


Covrp I be of the ſame opinion, 
Montreville, 
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Montreville, I might, and with ſome 
colour of juſtice, reconcile myſelf to 
my deeds; but a man is always ac- 
countable for the madneſs of paſſions 
who is not totally devoid of reaſon 
to govern them; and when I drew 
my {word on Wardor, I might with 
more honour have turned the point 
of it againſt a life far leſs valuable 
than his 1 too ſucceſsfully aimed at. 


I UNDERSTAND you but too well; 
Lord Wardor is an and by your 
hand ? | 


No abſolutely. dead, yet there 
are no hopes of his recovery; and it 
is at that noble and generous ene- 
wy $ requeſt, now no longer my 
enemy, 
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enemy, that I condeſcended to ſeek 
my ſafety in flight -a ſubterfuge 
which does not tally with my own 
inclinations. He thinks I am flown 
to the continent ſo think my father, 
mother, ſiſters, all of whom I have 
involved in unutterable affliction; 
I muſt let them hear of my ſafety 
from the continent, by incloſing half 
a dozen letters to a friend, who will 
do me the kind office of putting 
them occaſionally into the foreign 
mail ; for if they were to diſcover 
that I was no further off than I mean 
to go, their fears for me would be 
fatal; and the title of parricide may 
be added to that of murderer.— In a 
few hours they will ſay to each other, 
By this time our poor wanderer is 

| landed; 
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landed ; for they love me more than 
] deſerve. —But, no, I would have 
ſacrificed my life, and ten thouſand 
lives if I had ſo many to diſpoſe of, 
rather than leave that country which 
ſtill contains the adorable cauſe of 
my raſhnels. 


Six William, who had attentively 
liſtened, without making any at- 
tempt to anſwer, till he ſaw Lord 
Fitzhenry's fire pretty well exhauſted 
by his ſubject, now obſerved, that as 
there might yet remain a poſſibility 
of Lord Wardor's wounds not prov- 
ing mortal, he thought it would be 
unmanly to encourage deſpair rather 


than hope: beſides, if the very 
worlt he apprehended were to hap- 


pen, 
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pen, he bade him conſider he was 
not the firſt man who, under falla- 
cious appearances, had been betrayed 
into the error of vindicating his own 
honour, or puniſhing the ſuppoſed 
loſs of it in another. — A duell iſt, con- 
tinued he, is a character that of 
all others has the leaſt pretenſions to 
the claims of honour or of courage. 
I wiſh ever to avoid the neceſſity of 
uſing my {kill in ſelf-defence ; but on 
any occaſion which made you draw 
your ſword, I announce that on a 


ſimilar one mine would have flown 
from its ſcabbard. 


Ir is only a man of ſpirit by whom 
a man of ſpirit will be confoled— 


and this laſt declaration produced every 
effect 
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effect for which it was intended. Lord 
Fitzhenry began to think himſelf leſs 
guilty, and of courſe became leſs un- 
happy.—You know, ſaid he, my dear 
Montreville, that as we travelled to- 
gether from Dover, to amuſe or 
rather add to your melancholy, I gave 
youthe firſt part of myromantic adven- 
tures, and explained to you the cauſe 
of that dulneſs, which you attributed, 
when firſt we met at Calais, to a 
concealed and hopeleſs paſſion for 
your lovely ſiſter: I pulled off the 
veil from my heart, and made you 
ſee that Lady Olivia Eglington had 
no rival there, in the tendereſt and 
moſt fervent of its paſſions —My 
hiftory ſince that time, I fear, is 
come nearly to the winding up; nor 
have 
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have I any reaſon to hope that the 
cataſtrophe will be pleaſant : how- 
ever, if you can find patience to hear 
as much as I know of it myſelf, it 
will account for my paſt errors and 


my preſent ſituation, 


SIR WILLIAM ſtarted from his 
chair, and, with an affectionate preſ- 
ſure of the hand that ſignified more 
than a ſimple approbation of his 
propoſal Do you imagine, ſaid he, 
however diſpoſed to ſelf-gratification, 
I ſhall for a moment heſitate between 
that and your accommodation? No: 
though I am as anxious to hear as 


if I only was concerned in the events 


you have to diſcloſe, I will not liſten 
to any part of your memoirs till you 


enter 
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enter upon them under my own roof, 
whither I mean to conduct you, and 


the ſooner we go the better. 


LorD FITZ HENRY, ſtaring with 
aſtoniſhment, aſked him if he was 
diſtrated ? 


No, ſaid he, my dear friend, I am 
not diſtracted, but have maturely 
conſidered your fituation ;., and it is 
the ſentence of deliberation, that you 
can no where be ſo well concealed 
as within the walls of the caſtle. — 
Stop! cried he, ſeeing himſelf about 
to be interrupted, and with energy 
Stop, my Lord! for I will not liſten 
to your objections till you are con- 


vinced whether or not you can build 
them 
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them on a ſolid, or even a reaſonable 


foundation. My plan is this —I will 


enter the houſe before you] leave 
you at liberty to fee your relations, 
and my own, either this night, to- 
morrow, or whenever you pleaſe; 


I will not, without. your poſitive 


commands, hint at the reality cf your 


ſituation, not ſo much as to Emeline 
will I name. it, the greateſt proof ! 
can give you of my ſccrecy I fay, 
unleſs you, on a more accurate cal- 
culation, ſhould commiſſion me to 
diſcloſe it, 


AND how can I do that? Ho 
will that be poſſible ? ſaid his lordſhip. 


NoTHING more ealy or more 
natural, 
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natural, replied Sir William. Conſider, 
this affair cannot be huſhed in ſilence, 
your aunt muſt hear of it from your 
mother; and then, what an addition 
to the anxiety of all your tender rela- 
tions will it be, to ſuppoſe your ſafety 
further in danger, by wandering about 
from place to place in a foreign 
country! and how much would it 
alleviate their diſtreſs, to know that 
you are ſheltered in the very boſom 
of your own family | 


Lord FiTzHENRY ſighed, and 
uttered the name of Lady Olivia Eg- 
lington with a pathos that was ag 
eaſily underſtood as the fulleſt de- 
claration could have been of his fears | 
on her account, 


BE 
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BE perſuaded, Fitzhenry, to leave 
the management of this buſineſs to 
me, and permit yourſelf to be go- 


verned by my counſel to-night. If 
you'll authoriſe me, I will hint your 


ſituation to that circle which can 


admit of no greater addition to its 


preſent happineſs than the acquiſition 
of your ſociety, and to-morrow ſet 
off for town—enquire into the exact 
ſituation of your wounded adverſary 
— ſee your father, mother, and ſiſters; 
remove the deepeſt of their diſtreſs, 
which muſt proceed from not know- 
ing where you are, and how you are: 
farther, if I have your conſent, I 
will perform the ſame ſalutary office 
to the haraſſed mind of your Lady 
Olivia, 

No! 

8 


A NOVEL, 193 


No! cried his lordſhip, interrupt- 
ing him with quickneſs, ſhe muſt not 
be applied to,—Once ſhe loved me; 
but that time 1s over; and the bitter- 
neſs of my fate will never diſturb 
her felicity. 


- You certainly wrong her, ſaid Sir 
William ; for, after the firſt part of 
the hiſtory with which you intruſted 
me, I will not think, let appearances 
take what form they may, that ſhe is 
ſo indifferent to your fate as you 
ſuppoſe. 


T nave deſerved, Montreville, by 
my raſhneſs, by my madneſs, that ſhe 
hould be ſo. | 
. We 
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W will talk more on that ſubject 
when J have got you at the caſtle, — 
Dear Fitz. are not my arguments 
concluſive why you ſhould go there ? 


Ir they do not abſolutely convince, 
I will allow they have ſtaggered me. 


CoNvICTION is the next ſtep to 


doubt. Come along then, I entreat 


you—you have given yourſelf a good 
enough name, and it ſhall not be 


taken from you Be you therefore 
fill Jack Robertſon. 


Bor is there not more than a 


chance that I may be recollected by 


ſome of your old domeſtics who 


8 knew 


knew me when a boy, ſo many tides 
as I have ſpent amongſt them with 
you and Montague? Beſides, when 
came with you from Dover, I ſlept 
there one night, ſo that I think it is 
impoſſible they ſhould have forgotten 
me; though I ſaw, it is true, only 
your own ſervant on that occaſion, 
as I now well remember going imme- 
diately to bed, and ſetting out in the 
morning beſore any of them were 


{Uurring. 


I TAKE upon myſelf, ſaid Sir 
William, to engage for the fidelity 
not only of my own man but every 
ſervant in the houſe, When I call you 
Robertſon, though they ſhould hap- 
pen to remember, they will never 
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one of them preſume to know you 
by any other name. 


Lord FiTzHENRY dropped the 
contention, which he had no argu- 
ments in reſerve to oppoſe; and Sir 
William, ringing a bell that hung 
from the ceiling, ſummoned the 
landlord, ordering Mr. Robertſon's 
horſe to be ſent to the caſtle, where 
that gentleman, he ſaid, would do 


him the honour to take a bed; after 
which, fallying out together arm in 


arm, they reached what was to be 
the future priſon of Lord Fitzhenry, 
juſt as the family had done ſupper, 
and the ſervants were all gone to 


theirs, 
SIR 
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SIR WILLIAM, at the requeſt of 

a vifitor ſo unexpected, firit made 
his appearance, and, having explain- 
ed in very few words as much as he 
thought neceflary of his friend's ſitua- 
tion, opened the door of another 
apartment where he had left Lord 
Fitzhenry, who was received with 
open arms by his relatives, and with 
all the graces. of cordiality by Lady 
Gertrude and Miſs Montreville.—It 
was impoſſible that a heart like his 
ſhould refuſe its confidence to hearts 
like theirs ; ſo that, before they ſepa» 
rated for the night, he had told them 
what he called the firſt part of his 
adventures, but had neither time nor 
ſpirits to enter on the ſecond, till 
llcep ſhould have enabled him to 
K 3 recount 
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recount it with ſome degree of com- 
poſure. 

IT is in this place, reader, that I 
am forced to make an apology for 
my own heedleſſneſs— i told you in 


the beginning of theſe volumes, that 


I ſhould let you know hereafter what 
had ſo much diſcompoſed Lord Fitz. 
henry when he was encountered by 
Sir William Montreville at Calais, I 
was really as good as my word: but 
being no adept in calculation, and this 


my firſt attempt at compoſing a book, 


I found, on dividing the fruits of my 
labour into volumes, that inſtead of 
four, for which I had apreed with 
my publiſher, I had ſheets enough 
ſcribbled over for ſix, and no other 
poſſible way of reducing the number 

than 


A NOVEL. 199 


than by taking out every word of 
Lord Fitzhenry's hiſtory: not that I 
mean to conſign ſuch intereſting 
memoirs to oblivion; on the con- 
trary, ſhould I continue to feel the 
hard hand of oppreſſion, the weight 
of that z;a/7, moit unjuſt preſſure 
Which has made me turn novel- 
writer — Lord Fitzhenry, in two vo- 
lumes, will produce me at leaſt o ne 
ſort of comfort. 


K 4 CHAP. 
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OAT AL 


Steadineſs recommended by example—Ardour re- 
preſſed by the repreſentation of kneeling beauty— 
There is a puniſhment even in this avorld for 
the wicked, more bitter than death The horſes 
put up—The landlord and the landlady—T he 


interview==T he conſeſſon and the ſentence. 


Sm WILLIAM had not made that 
ſort of vague propoſal of going to 
town on the affairs of Lord Fitz- 
henry, which being advanced in the 
moment of warmth has a ſort of 
right to evaporate in the hour of 
deliberation; he was not a man to 


ſay 
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ſay and unſay, to think and unthink; 
his word was his bond; and his 
thoughts were the ſeeds of thoſe good 
actions which flouriſhed through the 
whole of his character. How then 
could they ever be repented of, or 
changed for the better ? 


BESIDES the fulfilling his engage- 
ment to take this journey of friend- 
ſhip, he had a ſecondary motive 
for undertaking it, in which the in- 
tereſt of his ſiſter and his own 
reſentment for the injuries ſhe had 
ſuſtained were both ſeriouſſy con- 
cerned, Montague Davenport, whoſe 
ſpirit was equal to his own, would 
have taken on himſelf the chaſtiſe- 


ment of every male who bore the 
K 5 name 
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name of Johnſon,.and who, by kiscon- 
nection to the honourable infamous 
enemy of Adelaide, might reaſonably 
be ſuppoſed to have authoriſed the 


cruelties of her invention; but Sir 


William reſiſted this inclination of 
vengeance with his uſual good ſenſe 
and ſucceſs. No! Montague, faid he, 
as they debated the matter between 
themſelves, I muſt not permit you to 
take the part you have ſo raſhly de- 
termined on; Adelaide would not 
like you the better for dipping your 
hands in blood, even the blood of 
her perſecutors.— You know ſhe is 


mercy itſelf, and that ſhe has en- 


treited on her knees the accurſed 
Johnſons may receive no other pu- 


niſhment than what they muſt na- 
turally 
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turally feel in loſing that eſtate 
which they have forteited their ſal- 
vation to attain.—And can you ſo 
ſoon forget the firſt petition that 
came from the gentle foul of your 
refored Adelaide — came in the moſt 
humiliating form on her knees, with 
energy and with tears?—Are theſe 
words no more remembered, when, 
kneeling by her ſide, you promiſed, 
and I iwore, ſhe ſhouid govern us 
in all things? 


MoNT Auf coloured—but it was 
not the colour of diſmay, it was a 
flame at which his eyes kindled ; and 
he cried out, There are moments in 


winch I forget every circumſtance 
but my love and my revenge. 


K 6 CHERISH 
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CnrRis the former paſſion as 
much as you pleaſe, ſaid his friend, 
but leave to me the execution of 
what I have promiſed to perform: 
through crimes ſuch as theirs the 
ſhame of detection will cut deeper 
than the edge of your ſword or mine. 
I am going to town, and all that expo- 
ſure and the law can do ſhall be done; 
give me your hand—make yourſelf 
eaſy with this conſideration, that by 
fparing their worthleſs lives, of which 
we have no right to diſpoſe, we ſhall 
ſink them under ſuch diſgrace as will 
force them to execrate our lenity, 
and wiſh for that death which we 
refuſe them. | 


Taxty were alone when this con- 
| verſation 
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verſation commenced, — The ladies 
had ſat up too late the preceding 
night to admit of early riſing. Lord 
Fitzhenry had no inducement to be 
the firſt in leaving his bed, where he 
could without interruption indulge 
his gloomy ideas, and think till his 
brain grew giddy of Lady Olivia's ſitu- 
ation, and of the diſtance that divided 
them. Sir William had riſen to pre- 
pare for his journey, expecting to 
find his travelling-chaiſe at the door, 
having ſignified his intentions the 
evening before of ſetting off at eleven 
o'clock.—In the hall he heard Mon- 
tague's voice wrangling with his ſer- 
vants for being two hours behind 
the time he had ordered them to be 
ready: — he heard them anſwer the 


charge, 
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charge, by ſaying they + not get 
their horſes ſhod before, becauſe, the 
pariſh ſmith being drunk and unable 
to work, they had been forced to take 
them three miles to have the ſhoes 
put on.— Sir William grew ſuſpicious 
of Montague's ſmuggled intentions: 
he followed to the place from whence 
the ſound of his voice had iſſued, 

and found him juſt aſcending his 
carriage, which waited for him at the 
back entrance of the caſtle. —It was 
here that the debate enſued of which 
I have given a ſhort ſpecimen ; and 
it ended in their going back together, 
after Davenport, convinced that he 
was in the wrong, had counter- 
manded his orders, and given a paſſ- 


port for his mie to march quietly 
back 
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back to their ſtables. It yet wanted 
twenty minutes to eleven; andas the 
gentlemen were walking from one 
room to another, Mr. and Mrs. Ver- 
non, from the Montreville Arms, ſent 
in their humble duty, and requeſted 
his honour would let them ſpeak to 
him about buſineſs that it concerned 
him to know. It was an eaſy matter 
to gueſs that this buſineſs muſt have 
ſome reference to the cauſe Sir 
William was going to undertake ; 
and the plan on which he was to 
proceed being now decidedly ſettled, 
both he and Montague thought it 
belt to hear what they had to ſay, 
before the former ſet out on his 
Journey; and orders were accordingly 


given for their admiſſion. 
| | ON 
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ON their way to the caſtle this 
idea occurred to the ever-conliderate 
maitreſſe q hotel, which the alſo com- 
municated to her hufband, that, 
though the packet had been found, 
it muſt have lain ſo many months in 
the wet graſs (for ſhe had heard of 
the very time and ſpot on which it 
was picked up), it was likely the 
writing would be greatly damaged, 
and her name might have luckily 
fallen to decay; for ſhe did remem- 
ber, ſhe ſaid, it was only mentioned 
in one part; ſo that if but that little 
ſcrap of paper was, as ſhe prayed and 
hoped it might be, rotted by the rain 
and froſt and ſnow that had fallen 
upon it, there was no other evidence 
to impeach her, and ſhe ſhould yet 


come off with flying colours. - 


Wuy! 
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Way! ſure you don't intend to 
deny the hand you have had in it, 
ſuppoſing it ſhould be as you ob- 
ſerve? Look ye, Jacq, if you don't 
impeach Madam Johnſon and your- 
ſelf, de ſee, I will not go a ſtep fur- 
ther, or ever live with you again as 
long as I do live. | 


My deareſt love! ſhe replied, with 
one of her ſweeteſt looks of cajole- 
ment, God forbid that I ſhould con- 
ceal the faults of Madam Johnſon ! 
and I would confeſs my own as freely 
if there was any occaſion for it; but, 
my life! my joy! would you have 
your own dear wife accuſe herſelf if 
nobody elle is able to accuſe her? 


TI AT 
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THAT am I, Jacq, and if you go 
from your promiſe you ſhall find me 
both able and willing, How the 
| dickins can you blow Madam John- 
[ fon without blowing yourſelf ? 


On you bard-hearted man!— Well, 
> you ſhall have your way yet, for all 
that. It will be a nice thing if my 
name ſhould be loſt in the ugly packet, 
as then my confeſſion, you know, 
would come ſo much handſomer 
than if J made it out of fear rather 
than out of juſtice or repentance : ſo 
when I begin to ſpeak I deſire you 
will not ſay a word of the packet; 
for whether my name is there or not, 
I need not make out as if I knew any 


thing of the matter; and the duce 1s 
in 


— — — 
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in it if ſo generous a confeſſion as I 
ſhall make does not rub out the 
whole ſcore of fin, let it be ever ſo 
heavy. 


THERE was no time for the land- 
lord to make a reply; they were juſt 
arrived at the door as ſhe ſoftly ut- 
tered the laſt ſagacious obſervation. 


WEN Sir William commanded 
that they ſhould be admitted, he and 
Montague left the breakfaſt-room 
where the ladies would aſſemble, that 
they might hear and aſk queſtions 
with the greater liberty; as in the 
preſence of his mother he would 
have dreaded that even the ſubject 

of Adelaide's ſufferings ſhould have 
26. been 
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been touched upon ſo ſoon after the 
violent attack her ſpirits had ſo lately 
encountered. 


. THERE are few deſigning people 
ſo conſiſtent in their art as Mrs. Jac- 
quiline Vernon. The deepeſt plots 
that ever appeared ſince the creation 
of the world — myſteries which have 
employed many heads to accompliſh, 
have ſo much leſs holding together, 
that if people would give themſelves 
the trouble of trying, it might not be 
half ſo difficult to untwine their in- 
conſiſtencies, as it would have been to 
detect the more guarded though leſs 
ſenſible miſtreſs of the Montreville 
Arms. The confeſſion ſhe intended 


to make is an excellent example, and 
I with 


PR 
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[ wiſh it were better followed — that of 
revealing ſtratagems when no greater 
miſchief can be done by concealing 
them. 


I HAVE been, ſaid ſhe, falling on 
her knees to Sir William, and pour- 
ing out abundance of ready tears, 
not ſpringing from her heart, but 
pumped up with great force from 
the ſtreams of her overflowing ima- 
gination—I have been, Sir William 
—Oh Mr. Davenport! I have been, 
as my huſband can tell you, the moſt 
guilty and the moſt miſerable wo- 
man that ever exiſted ! Seduced by 
thoſe who ſhould have taught me 
better, oh Sir! oh gentlemen! I 


have done a deed — | 
No 
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No more of your preambles, cried 


Sir William, baughtily interrupting 
her. I know by your infamous mo- 


ther's letter to the more infamous 
Johnſon, the nature of your crime. 
Say how you came to league with 


your infernal miſtreſs in a plan ſo 


diabolical. And was you too con- 
cerned in it? turning to the terrified 


huſband of his proſtrate penitent. 


No, Sir, I was not. — And I can 
boldly ſay the word, he replied, with 
a modeſt but undaunted voice, which 
fully cleared him in Sir William's 
unbiaſſed judgment; and perhaps, 
added he, if it had not been for me, 
the poor ſoul, penitent as ſhe is, 


would never have ventured into 
your 
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your honour's preſence—but I have 
made her {wear to tell you all that 
ſhe knows; and afterwards-I do de- 
pend on your honour's mercy to 
forgive ti.e poor dear creature, who 


would never have ſinned if ſhe had 


not been tempted by that devil of a 
lady Mrs. Johnſon, though I ſay it 
who ſhould not ſay it, becauſe it is 
like ſounding my own praiſes. 


MRS. VERNON'S tears increaſed 
at the abundant ſympathy of her 
good man; but Sir William and 
Montague, impatient to diſcard them, 
did not give her time to indulge her 
ſuſceptible heart in this ſoſt tem- 
porary relief: they ſternly demanded 
a fuil account of the intrigues to 

which 
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vrhich ſhe had been privy, before they 
would decide whether the deſerved 
Pee or puniſhment, 


— Han confeſſion was uſhered in 
with a ſigh as deep as her deceit. — 
Nobody knew how to tell a tale to 
her own advantage. better. than ſhe 
did, —It was introduced with a ſhort 
pathetic deſcription of the diſtreſs, 
poverty, and miſery — portionleſs of 
every thing but virtue—from which 
ſhe was redeemed by the charity of 
her patroneſs, and for which her 
too grateful heart taught her to think 
no ſervices difficult enough to prove 
the ſenſe ſhe had of Mrs. Johnſon's 
goodneſs to her; and, after white- - 
waſhing herſelf with amazing ſkill, 

ſhe 
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ſhe dipped her bruſh in another com- 
poſition, and as a contraſt to her own 
purity, ſhe daubed Mrs. Johnſon ſo 
completely black, that juſtice nor 
the genius of malignity could have 
made her hue one ſhade deeper. — 
But not having room to admit the 
whole of her evidence, I mean to 
curtail it under thoſe heads of which 
alone my readers are hitherto in the 
darx. 


Tux firſt time, ſhe ſaid, that her 
lady ever ſpoke to her on the wicked 
ſubject of afliſting to ſteal away Miſs 
 Montreville,, was when the came 
down to the caſtle: after the death of 
Mrs. Oſmond ; but ſhe forgot to ſay, 
that to enjoy the pleaſures of this 

Vor. IV. L life 
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life a little longer than Mrs, John- 
ſon's rage on account of the will 
ſeemed to promiſe ſhe ſhould do, 
the was herſelf the contriver of the 
whole plan, and guaranteed for the 
aſſiſtance of her father and mother; 
to whoſe horrid habitation, in the 
rocky receſſes of Savoy, the poor 
Adelaide was afterwards conveyed. 


BEING aſked if all the Johnſon 
family were concerned in the ini- 
quitous buſineſs, ſhe ſhook her head, 
and poſitively declared, all but Ma- 
dame were ignorant of the tranſ- 
action, who had often ſaid ſhe would 
not let any of her family know it for 
all the world that her huſband and 
daughters did verily believe Miſs 

Montreville 


.* 
* . 
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Montreville was dead and buried; 
becauſe, when Madame carried her 
away, ſhe ſaid it was to change the 
air for a night or two, as ſhe thought 
the young lady had ſome ſymptoms 
of a decline. My parents were ap- 
pointed to meet them at —, and 
to eſtabliſh themſelves in a neat 
houſe, where Madame pretended to 
go for lodgings ; and on the morning 


ſhe went away before Miſs Montre- 


ville awoke, —She took with her the 
corpſe of a young woman who had 


juſt died in the hoſpital, and whom 


my mother bought of the nurſes for 
a certain ſum of money: this corpſe 
rode in the coach between Madame 
and Mrs. Davis; for ſhe was forced 


to have her woman in the ſecret — 
L 2 The 
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The body was of the ſame ſize with 
Miſs Montreville ; and when dreſſed 
in her clothes, Madame aſſured me 
nobody could have ſeen any difference 
between them, except what death 
might have been ſuppoſed to make. 
Madame made a great outcry when 
ſhe came home, about her couſin 
having died ſuddenly on the journey ; 
and her family having a natural anti- 
pathy to ſeeing a dead body, none 
of them would come near it but Mrs, 
Davis, or at times Madame herſelf, 
Several of the faculty who had never 
ſeen Miſs Montreville were called in, 
and pronounced her to have been 
dead many hours. —The body after- 
wards lay in ſtate, but ftill the family 
never went near it; fo that the cheat 

N very 
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very naturally pare off without 
detection. 


Wur queſtioned reſpecting her 
own nightly viſitations to the church, 
Mrs. Vernon ſaid that was another 
of Madame's wicked commands which 
the was obliged to execute; and ex- 
plained it after this manner: — that 
before Madame left the Montreville 
Arms, it began to be talked of how 
his honour intended to build a fine 
monument over the grave of his 
ſiſter ; upon which Madame's guilty 
conſcience made her afraid that ſome 
curious body might take a look at 
the inſide of the coffin ; by which 
idea ſhe was ſo much alarmed, that 
ſhe made her kiſs the book, to go 

L 3 every 
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every night, when the work-people 
were gone, and the neighbours at 
reſt, to ſee that all was ſafe, and that 
the vault had not been opened : her 
laſt words, ſaid ſhe, when Madame 
went away from our houſe, after the 
interment, were — Remember your 
oath and the monument. Mrs, Ver- 
non alſo added,. that when the work 
began, the fear of being forſworn 
made her diligent to perform what 
ſhe had promiſed ; but it was ſo diffi- 
cult to find a key by which ſhe could 
let herſelf into the church, that ſhe 
had written to know of Madame how 
it was poſſible to procure one, when 
in the mean time the ſexton's wife 
called at her houſe, and ſhewed a 
new * ſhe had FINE brought home; 

| becauſe 
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becauſe ſhe had dreamed the old one 
was loſt— that ſhe contrived to get 
poſſeſſion of it without being ſuſ- 
pected; and afterwards ſo ſcrupulouſly 
acquitted herſelf of the oath, that it 
was a. comfort in all her misfortunes 
to think at leaſt a religious duty ſo 
ſerious had not been broken. 


SIR WILLIAM. heard all this, and 
twenty times more than. I have ſet 
down: he was not diſpleaſed, nor 
did Montague feel diſſatisfied, to find 
that neither the huſband nor ſon of 
Mrs, Johnſon had been concerned in 
the colluſion, The landlord was con- 
ſidered by them as an honeſt man ; 
and when Sir William pronounced 
her ſentence of baniſhment from the 

L 4 Montre- 
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Montreville Arms, and the pariſh of 
Worthenton, he comforted the poor 
man with much kindneſs, and re- 
mitted him a whole year's rent, on 
the conſideration that he was obliged, 
by the crimes of his wife, to quit his 

reſidence ſo haſtily, 


CHAP, 
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CHA 2 IRE” | 


A laſt dear hindrance—Not at hom. A billes. 
Paſſionate exclamation—Difference of opinions 
—Paternal interference — Maternal harangue* 
— filial floiciſm — Morning viſitors — The 


anſwer — The arrival—and the elopement. 


SIR WILLIAM MONTREVILLE 
alighted at the door of Lord Uxing- 
ton, in Piccadilly, about twelve o'clock 
on the day following that on which 
he took his departure from the caſtle,, 
which he left at a much later hour 
than he intended, owing to the long. 


conference he granted reluctantly to 
L 5 | his: 
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his diſcarded tenants, and one in- 
finitely longer, which the little 1dler 
Love moſt willingly granted to him, 
by ſending Emeline to the breakfaſt- 
room before he had quitted it.— 
They had ſtil a thouſand things to 
ſay; and theſe thouſand things, with- 
out their knowing it, were repeated 
over a thouſand times. — By which 
laſt dear hindrance he did not get 
to Lord Uxington's ſo ſoon as he 
might have got there by at leaſt four 
hours; but had he aſked admittance 
ſix hours before, it would ſtill have 
been too late; for the family were 
all gone out of town. The villa to 
which they had retired was only 
twelve miles diſtant ; * and thither 
he meant to follow them, as ſoon as 

| | he 
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he had refreſhed himſelf at Lothian's 
hotel, and ſet ſome affairs en train, 
that they might be the more ſpeedily 
finiſhed at his return. It was not 
his wish to be detained one unneceſ- | 
ſary moment in London; for where 
the treaſure is, there will the heart be 
alſo, 


Wulst Sir William's breakfaſt 
is. preparing, we ſhall ſee him ſet 

down at x little table by the fire: ſide, 
and produce the following laconic 
note to the Honourable Mrs, John- 
ſon: | 


Madam, 
FAMILY affairs, which it is neceſ- 
fary ſhould be diſcuſſed in your pre- 
L 6 ſence, 
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ſence, bring me to town, — At what 
hour this day or to-morrow will you 
admit me? be ſo good as to name it 
by the return of my ſervant. 
J have the honour to be 
WILLIAM MONTREVILLE. | 


WII! cried Mrs, Johnſon, who 
opened this note in the preſence of 
her whole family—Well! to be ſure, 
miracles, as fools lay, will never 
ceaſe, What's the matter? ſaid her 
ſon, Edmund— you look as pale as if 
you had feen the ghoſt of old mother 
Oſmond. Why! think of his im- 
pudence, ſhe replied ; only think of 
Sir William Montreville's impudence! 
and ſhe threw his note on the table. 
I receive him! Ves, to be ſure,— 

4 I ſubmit 


2 


I ſubmit to hear his odious family 
affairs diſcuſſed ! a very likely ſtory?” ' 
—A tine requeſt, truly, after their 


ſlights to me, when I had taken ſo | 


much pains about that girl, who, 
firſt and laſt, has broke my reſt more 
than all my other troubles ! 


DvrING her unfiniſhed exclama- 
tion, every word of which was point- 
ed by rage — huſband, ſon, and 
daughters had ventured to inſpect 


the note; but Edmund only dared 


to ſpeak upon the ner of its con- 


tents. * i 


j 


ITUINk it, Madam, à very gentle- 


manly requeſt; and that it Ts 


"OY civil anſwer, 
UU You 
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You think | What right has any 
body to think of the Montreviiles 
but myſelf? they are my relations; 
and nobody knows ſo much about 
them as T do. 


Tu obo you forbid me to think, 
the law, my dear Madam, allows me 
to act; and if you are averſe to writ- 
ing; I will myſelf have the honour to 
carry your meſſage and invitation to 
Sir William. I ſhall ſay you deſire 
to ſee him at dinner, and that he will 
take up his reſidence in your family 
as long as he ſtays in town. 


- Carry him that — impertinent 
puppy! ſhe cried, and flung a diſh of 
half- cold tea in his ſelf- ſatisfied coun- 

. tenance.— 
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tenance.— The two girls; ſcreamed, 
and ran out of the room ; ,Edmund 
ſmiled, took up a napkin, and wiped 
the drops from his face and clothes 
very deliberately, then aſked if ſhe 
had any other commands for Sir 
William.-- Yes, ſaid ſhe, and hit him 
a ſharp blow on. the cheek. 


VMM. Jonns0ON, the trembling 
huſband of Mrs. + Johnſon, in a 
ſqueaking voice, not much above 1 
that of a child's cry. in the firſt hour 

of its birth, endeavoured to reſtore 
peace by half-formed admonitions to 
his refractory ſon of the duty he 
owed his mother. Sir, ſaid ſhe 


ſternly, who is it that deſires your 


interpoſition between me and my 
| children? 
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children? — Wretch! (turning to 
Edmund) do you ſee how you ex- 
poſe your father poor man! he is 
not able to ſpeak ſo as to be under- 
ſtood; becauſe you have robbed him 
of his ſenſes: but hear me; for I 
have not loſt mine. Vou never go 
to Montreville except it be to fight 
him, as I would have had you done 
long ago; nor ſhall he eome to this 
houſe while I am miſtreſs of it.— 
Take care, boy, what you do to 
offend me.—Ruin hangs over your 
head ; and though it may cruſh my 
own, there it ſhall fall if ever again 
J hear you preſume, in my preſence, 
to name William Montreville as a 
relation, friend, viſitor, or by any 


ether appellation than my enemy, 
your 
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your enemy, and the r of my 
hows! | 


EpmunD, who had during this 
harangue been adjuſting his difcome 
poſed externals before a large pier- 
glaſs, turned, on ſuppoſing it con- 
cluded, that he might be ready with 
a reply extemporary; for on no oc- 
caſion was he addicted to ſtudy. 
But the entrance of ſome young 
men whom he had invited to break- 
faſt, and afterwards forgot that he 
had aſked them, fruſtrated his in 
tended repartee, and for the preſent 


put an end to any further conten= _ 


tions. Mrs, Johnfon ſmiled; Mr. 
Johnſon recovered his ſmall portion 


of angel and motion; the Miſſes re- 


turned 
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turned with an addition of rouge on 
their faces; and Edmund was as un- 
concerned, gay, pert, and inconſider- 
ate, as if nothing had happened out 
of the common way: Soon after a 
ſervant came to aſk if there was any 
anſwer for the man who brought Sir 
William Montreville's note, and who 
waited below very impatiently, as his 
maſter was going out of town imme - 
diately. 


Warr till have written an ane 
ſwer, ſaid the re-animated lady, The 
ſervant ran to fetch the writing ma- 

terials; butſhebadehim let themalone; 
and wrote with a pencil on the cover 
of his own letter theſe v words — 


4 0 4 


Tur Honourable' Mrs. Johnfotr 
has. 
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has nothing to do with any family 
affairs but her own. —She will not be 
at home to-day, to-morrow, or ever, 
to any body who bears the name of 
Montreville. 


Tos who have done no wrong 
live in the conſcious ſecurity of their 
own uprightneſs ; and are therefore 
ill-prepared for the ſurpriſes of ſuch 
events in fortune as they have not 
deſerved, and cannot expect; but it 
was not thus with Mrs. Johnſon, 
There are deeds worſe in their in- 
tentional conſequences than murder 
itſelf; and with ſuch deeds her con- 
ſcience was ſo heavily laden, that ſhe 
really did live in perpetual expecta- 
tion of every evil which might follow 
the 
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the detection of them. —Certainty is 
no certainty when a wicked action, 
however aggravated by the greateſt 
complication of cruelties, is not finally 
completed by death. Mrs. Johnſon 
thought Miſs Montreville as ſecure 
in the mountains of Savoy as if ſhe 
had ſigned the fiat for her execution. 
But ſtill a poſſibility remained with 
her exiſtence ; and Mrs, Johnſon's 
imagination being remarkably irrita- 
ble, it is no wonder that a note from 
the brother of her priſoner ſo oddly 
worded ſhould be ſo oddly received : 
—ſhe was angry, ſhe hardly knew 
for what :—ſhe was alarmed, ſhe did 
not know why :;— ſhe looked for 
_ dangers ſhe could not foreſee, and 
hoarded ideas ſhe could in no manner 


aſſort, 
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aſſort, till Mrs. Jacquiline Vernon 
came to her aſſiſtance ; who, having 
quarrelled with her deareſt life in 
their way from the caſtle to the 
Montreville Arms, becauſe he was 
turned out from the hotel, packed 
herſelf up in the ſtage-coach, with a 
cargo of ſome truth and many lies. 
She made her appearance before her 
former patroneſs like another Niobe, 
diſſolved in tears, for their common 
calamity, juſt three hours after Sir 
William's billet had been ſo contemp- 
tuouſly returned with the pencil in- 
ſcription on its cover. Poor lady! 
the ſight of this dear confederate, in 
her preſent ſtate of undefinable ſuſ- 
picions, only ſerved to bring all her 

She fears 
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fears into one focus, and to confirm 
them, —Nothing in the interview be- 
tween the relator and Sir William 
Montreville was omitted, except only 
what would have done the confidante's 
plan of amity no ſervice. Her in- 
tereſt was now more than ever at- 
tached to the fortunes of her former 
miſtreſs, whom ſhe had no difficulty 
to perſuade that they ſhould breathe 
much freer in any other air than in 
England, and go about more at their 
liberty till the affair was blown over. 
Once convinced that Jacquiline's ſyſ- 
tem was literally a ſafe one, Mrs. 
Johnſon adopted it; and, being amply 
provided with the means, the next 


day, whoever had thought it worth 
their 


their while to purſue, would have 
found them embarked on board the 
Dover packet, and ſailing before the 
wind on their paſſage to Calais. 
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"CHAP. XII. 


Ratienal contempt—Vitla anecdotes A morning 
drive Viſiting ticket—The viſi.—Fcclairciſſe- 
ment—A ſon's gratitude and a mother*s wages 


for iniquity. - 2 


Sm WILLIAM, ever anxious, when 
he made himſelf the meſſenger of 
pleaſant news, to convey it with all 
poſſible diſpatch, waited impatiently 
for the return of his ſervant, to ſignify 
when Mrs. Johnſon would accept his 
offered viſit, before he ſet out for the 
villa of Lord Uxington ; as by her 
appointment his motions would ſo 


far be governed, as to determine him 
whether 
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whether he was to ſleep at his lord- 
| ſhip's that night, or return to town 
for an early conference the next 
morning, At laſt came her inſolent 
anſwer, written on the back of his 
own billet. He received it with 
more than ſurpriſe —he'was aſtoniſh- 
ed at her effrontery—he read it with 
the contempt it deſerved, and ſaw by 
the trembling formation of every let- 
ter a ſtrong picture of her mind's con- 
fuſed perturbation :—he would take 
no further courſe with her that day; 
but on the next he determined to 
purſue another, which ſhe ſhould not 
have it in her power to elude—and 
leaving a letter behind him to fix 
the attendance of his lawyer at a cer- 
tain hour, he paſſed the remainder 
Vol. IV. M of 


242 THE PACKET : 


of the time which intervened in the 
ſociety of Lord Fitzhenry's family, 
of whoſe members I ſhall give but a 
ſhort ſketch, as they will make full 
length figures in the memoirs of Lord 


Fitzhenry himſelf. 


Tux father of this family was 
what the father of all families ſhould 
be — neither profuſe to the injuring 
his younger children's future pro- 
ſpects, nor ſparing any thing where 
to ſpare would have added no luſtre 
to his character a happy marriage 


between economy and liberality.— 


Lady Uxington reſembled her ſiſter 
in every thing but age, being ten 
years older than Mrs. Davenport. 


In their children there was not the 


ſame 
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ſame difference, the Counteſs being 


ſeven years a wife. before ſhe became 
a mother. —Lady Elizabeth and 


Lady Jemima Fitzhenry were: hand- 
ſome ; but beauty was the leaſt of 
their endowments. 


SIR WILLIAM found this little inte- 
reſting family-group as he expected 
to find them; that is to ſay, lamenting 
over the fatal effects likely to enſue 
from the rencontre between Lord 
Wardor and Lord Fitzhenry ; but 
{till more deeply overwhelmed with 
fears and cares for the perſonal ſafety 
of the latter, who had torn himſelf 
from their embraces, under all the 
agonies of torturing remorſe, with- 

| Ma .;-4 ont 
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out being able to decide whither he 
ſhould go, or when ſee them again. 


Ar alltimes Sir William Montreville 
would have been a welcome viſitor.— 
But gueſs how he was received, careſſed, 
almoſt adored, as he ſecretly fed their 
greedy ears with the ſweet ſounds, 
that the deareſt object of their ſolici- 
tude was well, calm, and ſheltered 
ſheltered in the very heart of friend- 
ſhip, of affection, of harmony like 

their own! Nothing could equal the 
warmth of their gratitude; but to 
increaſe their ſatisfaction, Sir William 
had, before he left town, ſtopped at 
Lord Wardor's door, where he had 
ſpoke to the principal ſurgeon, and 

learnt 
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learnt from him, that though the 
wound appeared to be mortal for 
eight-and-forty. hours, by the extrac- 
tion of a ball that morning, and other 
favourable ſymptoms, he was tempted 
to believe it rather more than a deſ- 
perate poſhbility that his lordſhip 
might yet do well. 


SIR WILLIAM having given them 
ſo much cauſe to rejoice, and rejoiced 
with them, on theſe new unexpected 
flattering appearances of the preſer- 
vation of a life ſo valuable as that of 
Lord Wardor—he beſpoke their at- 
tention to his own affairs; and as he 
unfoldedthe miraculous circumſtances 
of his ſiſter's reſtoration, and as they 
heard him ſpeak of the vile Johnſon, 
M 3 the 
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the mountains, her impriſonment and 


deliverance, they were almoſt ſuffo- 
cated with various emotions of joy, 


terror, horror, and aſtoniſhment. 
Lady Elizabeth, who loved, who had 


deeply mourned the ſuppoſed death 
of Adelaide, actually fainted, and fell 
from the chair on which ſhe was 
ſitting, | 


Day broke upon the happy circle, 
and found them ſtill together — till 
engaged on the fame ſubject. Sir 
William lay down for two hours ; 
then, before any of the family had 
left their beds, he ſet out for town 
to meet his lawyer, but not till he 
had obtained a promiſe from the 
father, mother, and ſiſters of Lord 

. Fitzhenry, 
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Fitzhenry, to witneſs the completion 
of his own, and perhaps of Daven- 
port's happineſs; for, added he, 
whilſt making the requeſt, when I 


am bleſſed with the hand of. Emeline, 


my ſiſter muſt be ſtrangely altered if 
ſhe refuſes to beſtow hers on Mon- 
tague. Wh 

In the progreſs of his morning 
excurſion, he ruminated the whole 
way on What he had heard from 
Lady Uxington, reſpecting the ob- 
ject of her ſon's affection. I have 
ſaid nothing of the private moment 
ſeized on by the Counteſs to mention 
her fears on Lady Olivia's account, 
or what was the ſort of confidence 
ſhe repoſed in Sir William; it has 
nothing to do with this hiſtory, and 


M 4 I 
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is reſerved for another: though, ſoon 
after he reached London, every par- 
ticular circumſtance I have omitted 
was carefully conveyed to his friend 
Fitzhenry, through the medium of 
Lady Gertrude ; under whoſe cover, 
for obvious reaſons, he thought pro- 
per to incloſe his letter. 


SIR WILLIAM, on entering his 
apartment at Lothian's hotel, enquired 
if any body had been there to aſk for 
him? The waiter ſaid, Yeſterday there 
had a gentleman called, and left his 
name begged pardon for not laying 
it on the table, and ran down to fetch 
it. The ſlip of card announced Mr. 
Edmund Johnſon; and the next 
moment Mr. Edmund Johnſon him- 

ſelf 
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ſelf was announced in propria perſona. 
His gay, vacant, boiſterous eountenance 
would have confirmed him innocent 
of his mother's machinations, if there 
had been no other evidence in his 
favour. Surely, thought Sir William, 
nobody will accuſe thee of being in 
a plot; and received him with as 
much civility as if he had been the 
ſon of any other woman. Poor Ed- 
mund, who would have been very 
well inclined if he had had more 
ſenſe and a better education than fell 


to his lot, was determined, in ſpite 


of his mamma, for whom he cared 
about as much as for his own tem- 
poral or eternal welfare, to pay the 
greateſt reſpect to any part of the 


Montreville family, whenever they 


M 5 came 
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cameinhis way; and ſuppoſing ſhehad 


ſent no anſwer to Sir William's note, 
being at another part of the room 
when ſhe wrote with her pencil, he 
did exactly what he had threatened, 
and called at the hotel five minutes 


after his relation had left it. The 
Tatter had mentioned the © time he 


ſhould return; and Edmund was in 
ſo great haſte to do the thing cleverly, 
as to leave his father's houſe before 
the elopement of his mother had 
been diſcovered by any part of the 
family. 


I am heartily glad to ſee you, Sir 
William—upon my foul I am! faid 
Edmund, ſhaking him as heartily by 
the hand—and if my own houſe was 

finiſhed, 
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finiſhed, which the workmen have 
been a deviliſh while about, you 
ſhould have no other home: but as. 
I cannot help their dilatorineſs, why- 
we muſt make the beſt ſhift we can 
and I am come to fetch you away to- 
my father's, who will not hear of 
your ſtaying another day under any 
roof but his own. 


Bur, Edmund, replied Sir William, 
what ſays your mother? do you bring 
me no compliments from her? I am 
much obliged to your father, ſo I am 
to yourſelf ; but do not ,flafter me 
with a good reception from Mrs. 
Johnſon, if you are not very lure 
ſhe will realize it. 


M 6 OURE 
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- SURE ſhe will realize it? he repeat- 
ed, a little ſtaggered by the queſtion. 
Am I ſure of any thing ? why you 
will not have been half an hour in 
the houle before all the old grudges 
will be forgot; and ſhe will tell you 
RO how. glad ſhe is to ſee you. 


8 doubt, ſaid Sir William, 
drily. 


Hax doubts, replied the weak 
giddy ſophiſt Do as I have done 
away with them. I had never any 

peace fill my doubts were all dif- 
carded. . | | | 


IT is poſſible, ſaid Sir William 
gravely, that with your doubts you 
| may 
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may have diſcarded certainties, and 
will be glad at ſome future period to 
recall the fugitives. —Read this, and 
convince yourſelf that I am not too 
credulous in doubting Mrs. Johnſon's - 
ſincerity. Rur 


EDMUND was abaſhed when he 
ſaw under his mother's hand ſo fla- 
grant a contradiction to all his flour- 
iſhes: but ironically obſerved, her 
likings or diſlikings did not ſignify 
two ſtraws to any body but his father; 
adding, If you go back with me, I will 
ſoon enough ſhew you the difference 
between writing and doing with my 
mother. 


Tur I cannot poſſibly do, ſaid 
Sir 


8 


254 THE PACKET: 


Sir William. I ſhall ſtay only a few 
hours longer in town. My mother — 
he pauſed—and my ſiſter are expect- 
ing me at home, 


By Jove ! a pretty idea, Montre- 


ville. Pray is it 70u to call her ſiſter, 


who, if ſhe was your fiſter, would 
knock all your pleaſant love-ſ{chemes 
in the head? 


How do you underſtand me ? 


Why, I hear you are going to tie 
yourſelf up; ſo that it muſt be Miſs 
Davenport who is expecting you at 
home. 1 


Uyon my honour you are miſ- 
taken; I literally mean my ſiſter. 
| f Hun- 
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Hou u- ZUG! cried Edmund. I 
have ſome reaſon to know you have 
no ſiſter, at leaſt on your mother's 
ſide, —Let me die if I was half fo 
happy at being heir to the only ſiſter 
you ever had, as ſorry for the loſs of 
Miſs Montreville ; ſhe was a charm- 
ing creature ! I wiſh ſhe had lived 
with all my heart ; there would have 
been enough for us both one way or 
the other, 


Ir you are ſerious, you muſt allow 
me, ſaid Sir William, to put your ſin- 
cerity to the teſt Suppoſe it poſſible 
Miſs Montreville ſhould be living, 
could you relinquiſh her grand- 
mother's eſtate with as much plea- 

{ure 
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ſure as you have hitherto poſſeſſed 
it ? 


THEN by Jupiter and all his train 
of ſatellites I ſwear, replied Edmund 
laying his ſpread hand on his breaſt, 
if on that condition ſo lovely a wo- 
man could be handed back from her 
dark diſmal habitation, ſhe ſhould 
not .only have her own eſtates, but 
mine into the bargain!—1I can't well 
ſay more, becauſe I ſpeak the truth 
from my heart—or offer leſs, for, as 
long as dad lives, my eſlate is neither 
here nor there. 


You convince me, ſaid Sir Wil- 
lam, of your difintereſted ſpirit, and 
1 ſhall 
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I ſhall be ſorry to wound it through 
the iniquities of your mercenary mo- 
ther. — He then, as gently as the na- 
ture of her crimes would admit, open- 
ed Mrs. Johnſon's intrigues, and their 

conſequences. Edmund liſtened with 
his uſual nonchalance, till aſſured 
Miſs Montreville was actually in the 
land of the living; when, by every 
poſſible expreſſion of boiſterous joy, 
he eſtabliſhed the rights of honeſty - 
over policy, and gave Sir William a 
better opinion of his goodnature than 
he had ever entertained of his under- 
ſtanding. About this time the lawyer 
arrived, in conſequence of Sir Wil- 


liam's appointment; and what little 
matters remained to be ſettled be- 


tween two parties ſo well agreed on 
the 
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the main point, were left to his ad- 
juitment. 


EDMUND engaged that his father 
ſhould pay all the arrears due; being 
himſelf too buſy in ſpending what 
was left of them to enter into the 
buſineſs of replacing the whole. All 
that he obſerved upon his mother's 
conduct, and in a tone perfectly de/= 
æuurd, was calling her a fine old quis, 
and ſaying ſhe deſerved to be hung. 


Bes1DEs ſettling this affair of his 
ſiſter, Sir William on the ſame day 
executed another, which he knew 
would be well received by his friend 
Fitzhenry ; and the ſucceeding one 


ſet out on his return to the caſtle, but 
| not 
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not till he had heard of Mrs. John- 
ſon's elopement, attended by the ci- 
devant miſtreſs of the Montreville 
Arms. This intelligence Edmund 
himſelf, with the greateſt glee in the 
world, communicated in a ſecond 
viſit to Lothian's hotel, made for 
no other purpoſe than to laugh at his 
mother. N 


IN this ſhort abſence of Sir William 
from the caſtle, ſo different were the 


ideas of the brother and ſiſter who 
remained behind, that Emeline fan- 


cied ſhe ſaw thoſe clouds of gloom 
again hovering about it that had 
ſo lately obſtructed the entrance of 
all cheerful images; whilſt on the 


contrary Montague, the faithful lover 
of 
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of Adelaide, called it the palace of 
Delight, and found nothing wanting 
where the deity herſelf preſided. — 
Emeline too began to think ſome ſpell 
muſt have been caſt before her fight, 
as ſhe owned the ſame evening on 
which Sir William came back to the 
caſtle, that ſhe had never ſeen it look 
half ſo pleaſant. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XV. 


Who are the founders, and who the builders — 
Something elſe—and the wearied traveller— 
Hymen's beft feſtival — Premature information 
De open carriage—T he cottage—T hepropoſal 
—And the rejection Mixed medley= A fhort 
obſervation— And my own laſt ſpeech. 


Lavy GexTrVDE, perfectly ſatiſ. 
fied with every thing done by her 
ſon, in eſtabliſhing the rights of his 
ſiſter, gave herſelf up entirely to the 
rapturous contemplation of the feli- 
city to which ſhe was reſtored : 


friendſhip and maternal love ſhared 
her 
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her whole ſoul, which, by the fervent 
returns of gratitude it made to the 
firſt great cauſe of her happineſs, ac- 
quired ſtrength to ſupport it.— Per- 
haps the whole world does not ex- 
hibit another ſuch piece of beautiful 
nature as what was now every day to 
be ſeen at the caftle ; where next to 
Lady Gertrude herſelf, Mr. and Mrs. 
Armatage were honoured and re- 
ſpected, not as the founders, but the 
artificers of a bleſſing which deſpair 
had levelled, and hope could not re- 
build. When Mrs. Johnſon loſt; the 
packet, ſhe laid the foundation ; and 
when Richard and Sarah. Adams 
picked it up, the firſt column. was 
raiſed ; but all will allow that the 
moſt difficult part would never have 

been 
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been finiſhed without the unremitting 
labours of thoſe ſtrong hands and 
warm hearts by whom it was under- 
taken, 


Lord FITZHENRY had gained, 
as well as Miſs Davenport, a good 
deal of heart's-eaſe by the return of 
Sir William. —He heard of his family 
and was comforted —he heard there 
was a poſſibility of Lord Wardor's 
recovery, and was rejoiced;— and he 
heard ſomething elſe which made 
him feel more than either comforted 


or rejoiced. Whatever that ſome- 
thing may be, a ſecret it was, a ſecret 
it is, and a ſecret it ſhall be till I have 
more time to diſcloſe it. For, like a 


weary traveller drawing near the end 
of 
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of his journey, who feels every ſtep 
more than he did a mile at his firſt 
ſetting out, ſo I, being near the end 
of my pages, as ardently with to reſt 
from my labours, and ſhould ill 
brook any let or hindrance that 1 
was to meet with in the way. 


Wuo could reſiſt a kneeling lover? 
—a lover ſo amiable as Montague 
Davenport !— Montague had knelt, 
and Adelaide had conſented to be his, 
at the ſame time that her brother and 
her friend were united—a day at no 
great diſtance a day expected with 
ardour—a day then unrivalled in 
happineſs, but ſince followed by many 
ſucceſsful competitors—a day that for 
the laſt ten years Hymen has doubly 
| conſecrated, 
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conſecrated, and calls it the moſt 
brilliant of his feſtivals.——I beg 
your pardon, reader; I am a little pre- 
mature in my deſcription of this 
Happy day, as the couples are not yet 
married in my book, though they 
have been ſo many years married 
out of it. I would aſk, Can it ever 
be too early or too late to tell you 
that thoſe for whom you are in- 
tereſted are happy? If not, the ac- 
count I have given may do as well 
now as at any other time. 


LADY GERTRUDE , propoſed to 
her ſon, on a remarkably mild morn- 
ing, that he ſhould give her an airing, 
in one of his open, carriages, a few 
miles on the turnpike-road ; and if 
Vor. IV. N he 
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He did not accept the challenge with 
avidity, his reluQtance proceeded from 
his fears for her health only; for to 
her pleaſures he would have ſacrificed 
the deareſt of his own. 


As he drove flowly within fight 
of the cottage once inhabited by the 
Davenport family, and which had 
always been kept up in the ſame ſtyle 
of elegant ſimplicity as in the lifetime 
of its maſter, Lady Gertrude ſaid, 
William, I have uſed a little ſtrata- 
gem to ſteal you away from your 
other friends, that for one ſerious 
Hour I may have you all to my- 
ſelf; and now that I have confeſſed 
the fraud, I think'T am entitled to 


your pardon; and fhall alſo require 
your 
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your whole attention to the ſubject 
on which I want to conſult you. 


IN DEF D, my dear mother, you 
might have commanded me at a. 
much leſs riſk than the danger of your 
getting cold : let me turn the horles 
— let us go back ; and when you are- 
in your cloſet, I will moſt cheerfully. 
attend you—not for an hour only, but 
as many hours as you pleaſe, 


No, ſhe replied, I am well wrapped 
up; let us purſue our drive. When 
F am in the ſame place with all my 
treaſures, I do not feel comfortable to 
be ſeparated from any part of them; 
but now that I have the fortitude to 
confine myſelf to one, I mean to be 

N2 eloquent 
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eloquent, and there ð no danger that 
ous tète-à-téte will be interrupted. 


AL. this beating about the buſſr 
was only to introduce a propoſal, 
which her ladyſhip had much reaſon 


to ſuppoſe would not be received by 


her ſon with his uſual graciouſneſs; 
and which, if made in her family 
circle, there was ſtill a greater chance 
of its being over- ruled by the balance 
of argument, if not by the balance 
of power, as it conveyed a regular 
and digeſted plan of ſeparation.— 


The caſtle was to be left to Sir William 


and Lady Montreville—Herſelf and 
Mrs. Davenport, Montague and Ade- 
laide, to occupy the cottage, till a 


more: - 


\ 
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more proper reſidence could be pro- ö 
vided for their future eſtabliſhment. 


SIR WILLIAM ſmiled, and aſſured᷑ 1 
his mother that he had but one ob- 
jection, and that was to the whole of 
a plan that militated againſt his peace, 
his comfort, and his happineſs. Let 
us, my beloved mother, at leaſt con-- 
tinue ſo long together till we know 
what it is to be tired of each other. 
In the mean time, whenever you ſee 
ſuch an event likely to happen, begin 
as ſoon as you pleaſe to build a co- 
lony, to which any diſſatisfied perſon 
of our party may occaſionally change 
the ſcene without changing the neigh- 
bourhood. Lady Gertrude conſented 
for the preſent to drop a ſubject which 

N23 her 
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ker affectionate ſon declared to be the 
only one that he could not liſten to 
with ſubmiſſion; and as there are 
frequently things to be done, pru- 
dent without being deſirable, it is 
very likely, that on their return, when 


Lady Gertrude experienced the joy 
of beholding all her treaſures at one 


view, the oppoſition of her ſon 
appeared the ſweeteſt of all poſſible 


oppoſitions. 


LogD FiTzHENRY'S family ar- 
rived at the caſtle three days before 
the nuptials of Sir William and Mon- 
tague. When there are ſo many oc- 
caſions of diſplaying joy in its moſt 
lively colours, one is diſtracted how 


to do them all juſtice; and though 
I chooſe 
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I chooſe, to bring every ray of that 
ſoul-cheering luminary into one vor- 
tex, to ſet off my wedding feſtival, 
yet I would not have any of my 
readers ſuppoſe that the meeting of 
the Fitzhenrys did not afford a very 
decentrepaſtof nature's moſt animated 
tranſports; to complete them, there 
only. was wanting the certainty of 
Lord Wardor's recovery, which an 
remained doubtful. jt 


This wedding will be very diffi- 
cult, for one who was never at a wed- 
ding in her life, to ſet about deſerib- 
ing ; I therefore had better not riſk 
any of my own imagery, but tell 
you exactly how it has been often 
and often repeated over to me by Mrs. 

4 Armataze, 
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Armatage, who is one of the moſt 
pleaſant and charming women that 
can be __—_ 


My de man, ſaid the, who you 
muſt know ts always in the fidgets 
when any thing 1s to be done which 
he thinks cannot be done rapidly 
enough, awakened me the morning 
we were to go on duty, even before 
day had ſhewn its face, by walking 
from one room to the other up 
ſtairs—down ftairs—ringing bells 
calling the ſervants—in ſhort, it was 
impoſſible to fleep ; ſo I got up too, 
and added all that was in my power 
to the agreeable confuſion. When 
his wig had been three times re- 
powdered, and his ſhoes fix times 

re-buckled, 
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re-buckled, it was high time to make 
our appearance at the caſtle. The 
firſt perſon we met there was Lady 
Gertrude. Our meeting on ſuch an 
occaſion, if J were to repeat it, would, 
from her ladyſhip's condeſcenſion, 
reflect too great honour on her hum- 
ble neighbours; ſo I paſs that over. 
As I looked around me, to ſee if any 
of the brides and bridegrooms were 
ſtanding in my way, that I might 
avoid running againſt them, inſtead 
of the graceful William, or the ele- 


gant Montague, I ſaw a little ſaug- 
faced old man, neatly clad, fitting 
behind the door; and by his fide 
neither the beautiful Adelaide, nor 
the Hebe-cheeked Emeline, but a 
nice-looking ſmirking dame, who, 

| but 
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but for the appendages of time, a 
ſtooping body, wrinkled brow, and 
ſilver hair, might from her ſmiles and 
her dreſs have been miſtaken for a 
bride, though not for either of he 
| brides.—I aſked who they were 
Lady Gertrude told me, that next to- 
my huſband and myſelf, they were 
the friends who had done her the 
greateſt ſervice, and preſented me to 
Richard and Sarah Adams, by whom 
J was immediately created a lady in 
my own right. Lady Gertrude made- 
no other apology for this addition to 
her party, but by ſaying ſhe had no 
right to diſpoſe of her new-found 
treaſure, but with the approbation of 
thoſe whom Providence had: choſen 
for its. agents, to diſcover the dark 
5 mine 


mine where it had been ſo long con- 
cealed. The treaſure, of whom ſhe 
was now ſpeaking, ruſhed at this 
moment into the arms of her fond 
mother the ſiſter-bride next made 
her entree, I can, as you find, de- 
ſeribble Richard and Sarah Adams 
(ſaid ſhe), but there is a perfection 
in beauty like theirs, which to de- 
ſeribe would be abſolute preſump- 
tion.— The very bride-maids were 
angels, and the bridegrooms abſolute 
divinities, —So then, continued Mrs. 
Armatage, when we were all mar- 
ried, and come a little to our ration- 
ality, Lady Gertrude having alter- 
nately embraced them, and ſtill re- 
taining. the hand of Adelaide My 
children! my beloved children, ſaid 
| " 
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Me, how intricate, how inexplicable 
are the ways by which the hand of 
Providence conducts us! ways that 
terminate in good, if we have but the 
patience toperſevere in them. Many 
confuſed threads .occupy the loom in 
which our fates are woven; and how- 
ever difficult to unravel, you will find 
at the laſt that they form regular 
leaves, regular flowers, and, if we are 
not impatient, will give a beautiful 
colouring to our deſtiny. 


T1L1, my deſtiny changes, I will 
watch, never deſpair, or be ampatient. 


_ „ 
1 1 S. l 
By . . l 
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